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Songs  of  Selma, 


THE  ARGUMENT. 
This  poem  fixes  the  antiquity  oi  a  custom,  vbick 
is  well  known  to  have  prevailed  altorwards,  in 
the  north  of  Scotland,  and  in  Ireland.  The 
bards,  at  an  annua!  fr;ait,  provided  by  the  king 
or  chief,  ic;  eated  their  poems,  and  such  of 
them  as  were  thought,  by  him,  worthy  of  being 
preserved,  were  carefully  taught  to  their  chiid- 

terity.  It  was  one  of  those  occasions  that 
afforded  the  subject  of  the  present  poem  to 
Oss'an.  It  is  called  in  the  original.  The  Songs 
of  Selma, ~^vhich  title  it  was  thought  proper  to 
adopt  in  the  translation. 
Tiie  poem  is  entirely  lyric,  and  h?.3  great  x-arietf 
of  verjifitation.  The  address  to  the  evening 
star,  with  which  it  opensj  has,  in  the  originiil, 
all  the  harmony  that  nunr-.bsrs  could  give  it ; 
flowing  down  with  all  that  trarquiliy  ard 
softness,  which  the  scene  described  naturally 

STAR  of  the  descending  night!    fair  is  thf 
light  in  the  west !  thou  liftest  thy  unshorn 
head  from  thy  cloud :  thy  steps  are  stately  oa 
thy  hill.    -What  dost  thou  beho}d  in  the  plain  '. 
The  stormy  winds  are  laid.    The  muiaiurof 
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the  torrent  comes  from  afar.  Roaring  \n\es 
Climb  the  distant  rock.  The  fiies  of  evening  are 
vn  their  feeble  wings,  and  the  hum  of  their 
course  is  on  the  field.  What  dost  rl.ou  behold, 
fair  light  ?  But  thou  dost  smile  and  depart.  The 
waves  come  with  yiy  around  thee,  ami  bathe  thy 
lovely  hair.  Farewell,  thou  silent  beam  !  Let 
the  light  (.f  Ossian's  soul  arise. 

And  it  does  arise  in  its  strength !  I  behold 
mv  departed  friends.  Their  gathering  is  on 
.T>ora,  as  in  the  days  that  are  past.  Fingal  comes 
Jike  a  wr.try  column  of  mist :  his  heroes  area- 
round.  Andseethebardsoftbesong,  grey-haired 
Ull:n  ;  stately  Ryno  ;  A  pinf;  with  the  tuneful 
Toice,  and  the  soft  complaint  of  Minona  !  How 
are  ye  changed,  my  friends,  since  the  days  of 
Selma's  feast !  when  ue  contended,  like  the  gales 
•if  the  spring,  that,  flying  over  the  hi:!,  by  turns 
bend  the  fecbly-wh  sfiing  grass. 

Minona  then  came  forth  in  her  beauty;  with 
downcast  look  and  tearful  eye;  her  hair  flew 
slnwlv  on  the  blast  that  rushed  unfrequent  from 
the  h  11.  The  souls  of  theheroes  were  sad  when 
fhe  raised  the  tu«eful  voice  :  for  often  had  they 
icen  the  grave  of  Salgar||,  and  the  dark  dwelling 


■t  Alpin  is  from  the  same  root  with  Albion,  or 
jather  Alb=n,  the  ancient  name  of  Brita  n  :  Alp, 
«  high  in  land,  or  country.'  The  present  name 
«f  our  island  has  its  origin  in  the  Ceitic  tongue  ; 
so  that  those  who  derived  it  from  any  other, 
Vetrayed  their  ignorance  of  the  ancient  language 
ef  our  country.  Britain  comes  from  •  Breac't  in,' 
♦  variegated  island,'  so  called  from  theface  of  the 
country,  from  the  natives  painting  themseWes, 
or  froii.  their  party-coloured  clolhet. 

^  Seals- 'cr,  •  a  tuntei.' 
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of  white-bosoincd  Colnialf  Comla  left  alnae 
on  the  hill,  with  all  her  voice  of  music  !  Salgar 
promised  to  come :  but  the  night  descended  round. 
Hear  the  voice  of  Colma,  when  she  sat  alone  oa 
the  hill! 

COLMA.  It  is  night ;  I  am  alone,  forlorn  on 
the  hill  of  storms.  The  wind  Is  heard  in  the 
mountain.  The  torrent  shrieks  down  the  rock. 
No  hut  receives  me  from  the  rain ;  forlorn  on  the 
hill  vi  winds. 

Rise,  moon  !  from  behind  thy  clouds  ;  stars  of 
the  night  appear  ;  Lead  mc,  some  light,  to  the 
place  where  my  love  rests  from  the  toil  oi  the 
chase ;  his  bow  near  him,  unstrujig  :  his  dugs 
panting  around  h:m.  But  bere  1  must  sit  alone, 
by  the  rock  of  the  mossy  stream  The^ stream 
and  the  wir  d  roar,  nor  can  I  hear  the  voice  of 
my  love.  Why  delays  my  Salgar,  why  the  son 
c^  the  hill,  his  promise?  Here  is  ihe  rock,  and 
the  tree  ;  and  here  the  roaring  stream.  I  hou 
didst  promise  with  night  to  be  here.  Ah.!  whi- 
ther is  mv  Salgar  gone  !  Wi^h  thee,  I  would  fly 
from  my  father  :  with  thee,  from  my  b'-cthcr  of 
pride.  Our  race  have  long  been  foes ;  but  we  are 
BOt  foes,  O  Salgar  ! 

Cease  a  bttle  while,  O  wind  !  stream  be  thou 
silent  awhile!  let  my  voice  be  heard  over  the 
heath  ;  let  my  wanderer  hear  me.  Saigar !  it  is 
1  who  call.  Here  is  the  tree  and  ihe  rock.  Sal. 
gar,  my  love  !  I  am  here.  Why  delayest  thou 
thy  Cuming?  Lo!  the  moon  appcoreth.  The 
fl(X.d  is  brght  in  the  vaie.  The  rocks  are  grey 
on  the  i'ace  of  Ihe  hill.  But  I  see  him  not  on  the 
brow ;  his  d  igs  before  him  tell  not  that  he  is  corn- 
Here  I  must  sit  alone. 


U  Cwl-matb,  •  a  woman  with  fin;  hair.' 
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But  who  are  these  that  lie  beyond  me  en  the 
heath  >  Are  they  mv  love  aiul  in\  brother  !  bpeaic 
to  me,  O  my  friends  !  They  an  ;nv  ei  not.  My  soul 
is  tormented  with  fears.  An !  they  are  dead. 
Their  swords  are  red  from  the  fight      O  my  bro- 


amonR  thousands;  he  was  terrible  in  fight.  Speak 
to  me  •  hea'  my  voice,  sons  of  my  love  !  But 
alas!  theyare  siLnt;  silent  for  ever!  Cold  are 
their  breasts  of  clay  !  Oh  !  fr.TO  the  rock  ot  the 
hill :  from  the  top  of  the  wind  ,  muunlain,  spcafe 
yeghostsof  thedead  '  speak,  1  will  notbeatraid. 
Whither  a.  e  ye  gone  \  .  rest  >  In  what  cave  of  the 
hillsh.l!  I  find  you?  No  leeble  voice  is  on  the 
wind  :  no  answer  half-drowned  in  the  storms  of 
the  hill. 

1  sit  in  my  grief  I  wait  for  mornrng  in  my 
tears  '  Rear  the  tomb,  ye  friends  of  the  dead  : 
but  close  it  not  till  Colma  cuu.e.  My  li-e  flies 
away  like  a  dream  :  why  should  I  stay  behii.d  ! 
Here  shall  I  rest  with  m-,  friends,  by  the  slreaui 
of  the  sounding  rock.     When  night  comes  on  the 

shall  sTand  in  the  wind,  and  mourn  t'le  ciei'.h  of 
my  friends,     'the  hunter  shall  hear  trcm 
booth.    He  shall  fear,  but  love  my  voice. 
sweet  shall  my  voice  be  for  my  friends;  torplca- 

Such  was  thy  song,  Minonai  softly-blusl 
in-<ud  of  Torman.  Our  tears  descended  for  ( 
nra,  and  (  ur  souls  were  sad.  UUin  came  with 
the  hai  p,  and  gave  the  song  of  Alpin.  The  voice 
of  Alpin  -v^s  pleasant  ;  the  soul  of  Ryno  w««  a 
beam  of  fire.  But  they  had  rested  m  the  nai 
house-  and  their  voice  was  not  heard  in  t.e 
Ullio  had  rtturatd  oae  day  ttom  ijii;  tbase,  be- 
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fare  the  heroes  fell.  He  heard  their  strife  oa 
the  hill;  their  song  was  soft,  but  sad.  They 
»io;irtied  the  fall  of  Morar,  f.rst  of  -.nortal  men. 
His  srui  was  like  the  soul  of  Fingal ;  his  sworS 
like  'JjS  s--ort\  of  Oscar.  But  he  fell,  and  his  fa- 
ther mourned :  his  sister's  eyes  were  full  of 
tears.  Mmona's  ey;s  were  full  of  tears,  the  sis- 
ter of  car-borne  Morar.  SSe  retired  from  the 
song  of  UUin,  like  the  moon  in  the  west,  whea 
'  foresees  the  shower,  and  hides  her  fair  head 
cloud.  I  touched  the  harp  with  Ullin  ;  the 
song  of  mourning  rose. 
RVNO.  The  wind  and  the  rain  are  over: 
Im  is  the  noon  of  day.  The  clouds  are  divid. 
I  in  heaven.  Over  the  green  hills  flies  the  in- 
constp.nt  sun.  Red  thro'  the  stony  vale  comes 
down  the  stream  of  the  hill.  Sweet  are  thr 
murmurs,  O  stream  !  but  more  svreet  is  the  voice 
I  hear.  It  is  the  voice  of  Alpin,  the  son  of  song, 
mourning  for  the  dead.  Bent  is  his  head  of  age, 
and  red  his  tearful  eye.  Alpin,  thou  son  of  song, 
why  alone  on  the  silent  hill?  why  complainest 
thou,  as  a  bb.3t  in  the  woed  ?  as  a  wave  on  the 

ALPIn"^  My  tears,  O  Ryno  !  are  for  the  dead  ; 
my  voice  for  the  inhabitants  of  the  grave.  Tall 
thou  art  on  the  hill  ;  fair  among  the  sons  of  the 
plain.  But  thou  shalt  fall  like  Morarf ;  and  the 
mouj-uer  shall  sit  on  thy  tomb.  The  hills  shall 
know  thee  no  moie ;  thy  bow  shall  Ue  in  the 
hall,  unstrung. 

Thou  wert  swift,  O  Morar!  as  a  roe  on  the 
desert,  terrible  as  a  meteor  of  fire.  Thr  v.  rath 
was  as  the  storm.  Thv  sword  in  battle,  as  light- 
ning in  the  field.    Thy  voice  was  Uke  a  stream 


t  Mor-er,  <  great  iiian.' 
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afler  rain  ;  like  thunder  on  distant  hills.  Many 
fell  by  thy  arm;  they  were  consumed  in  " 
flames  of  thy  wrath.  But  when  you  didst  rel 
ftom  war,  how  peaceful  was  thy  brow  !  Thy 
face  was  like  the  sun  after  rain  :  like  the  moon 
in  the  silence  of  night  •,  calm  as  the  breast  of  the 
lake  when  the  loud  wind  is  laid. 

Narrow  is  thy  dwelling  now;  dark  the  pla-: 
«f  thine  abode.  With  three  steps  I  compass  thy 
grave,  O  thou  who  wast  so  great  before  !  Four 
stones,  with  their  heads  of  moss,  are  the  only 
memorial  of  thee.  A  tree  with  scarce  a  leaf, 
long  grass  which  whistles  in  the  wind,  mark  to 
the  hunter's  eye  the  grave  of  the  mighty  Morar. 
Morar,  thou  art  low  indeed.  Thou  hast  no  mo. 
therto  mourn  thee;  no  maid  with  her  tears  of 
love.  Dead  is  she  that  brought  thee  forth.  Fal- 
len is  the  daughter  of  Morglaii. 

Who  on  his  staff  is  this  ?  who  is  this,  whose 
head  is  white  with  age,  whose  eyes  are  red  with 
tears,  who  quakes  at  every  step  ?  It  is  thy  fr 
therjl,  O  Morar  !  the  father  of  no  son  but  the 
He  .leard  of  thy  fame  in  war  ;  he  heard  of  foes 
dispersed.  He  heard  of  Morar's  renown  ;  why  did 
be  not  hear  of  his  wound  >  Weep,  thou  father  of 
Morar ;  weep  ;  but  thy  son  heareth  thee  not. 
Deep  is  the  sleep  of  the  dead  :  low  their  pillow 
of  dust.  No  more  shall  he  hear  thy  voice  ;  no 
more  shall  he  awake  at  thy  call.  When  shall  it 
be  morn  in  the  grave,  to  bid  the  slumberer  awake  ! 
Farevyel,  thou  bravest  of  mem  thou  conqueror 
in  the  field !  but  the  field  shall  see  thee  no  more  ; 
nor  the  Uark  wood  be  lightened  with  the  splendor 
of  thy  s:eel.     Thou  hast  left  no  son.     But  the 
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song   shall  preserve  thy  name.     Future  tinws 
shall  hear  of  thee;  they  shall  hear  of  the  fallea 

The  grief  of  all  arose,  but  most  the  bursting 
iigh  of  Armint-  He  remembers  the  death  of  hit 
ion,  who  fell  in  the  days  of  his  youth.  Car- 
noi  f  was  near  the  hero,  the  chief  of  the  echoing 
Gahnal.  Why  bursts  the  sigh  of  Arrain,  he 
""''"?  Is  there  a  cause  to  mourn?  The  song 
;s,  with  its  music,  to  melt  ai-d  please  the 
It  is  like  soft  mist,  that,  rising  from  a 
lake,  pours  on  the  silent  vale  ;  the  green  floweri 
arc  fiUed  witli  dew,  but  the  sun  returns  in  hi* 
strength,  and  the  mist  is  gone.  Why  art  thou 
sad,  O  Armin,  chief  of  the  sea-surrounded  Gor- 

Sad  I  am  !  nor  small  is  my  cause  of  woe! 
Carmor,  thou  hast  lost  no  son ;  thou  hast  lost  no 
daughter  of  beauty.  C(.Igar  the  valiant,  lives  ; 
and  Annira,  fairest  maid.  The  boughs  of  thy 
family  flourish,  O  Carmor!  but  Armiu  is  the 
last  of  his  race.  Dark  is  thy  bed,  O  Daura!  and 
deep  thy  sleep  in  the  tomb.  When  shall  thou 
^    ake  with  thy  songs ;  with  all  thy  voice  of  mu- 

fVrise,  winds  of  autumn,  arise;  blow  upon  the 
darkhe^.lh!  streams  of  the  mountains,  roar! 
ho  "1,  ye  tempests,  in  the  top  of  the  oak  !  walk 
through  broken  clouds,  O  moon  !   show  thy  pale 


.  Vrmin,  «  a  hero.'  He  was  chief,  or  petty 
dng  of  Gorms,  i.  e.  the  blue  island  ;  suppose^ 
lo  be  one  of  the  Hebrides. 

%  Cear-mor  '  a  tall  dark-complexioned  matt.' 
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Daura,  mydau!;hter!    thou  wert  fair;    fai: 
the  moon  on  the  hills  of  Fura+  j^h^e  as 
driven  snow  ;    sweet  as  the  breataing  gate. 
indal,  thy  bow  was  strong,  thy  f  p  jar  was  s 
in  the  field  :  thy  look  was  Uke  irjst  on  the  w; 
thy  shield  a  red  cloud  in   a  stoi-m.      Armor 
iiowned  in  war,  came,  and  S'  ughl  Daura  s  K..^  , 
he  was  not  long  denied  ;    fair  was  the  hope  ol 
their  friends.  .     ,  .   .     ^t 

Erath,  son  of  Odgal,  repined  ;  for  his  brothel 
vas  slain  by  Armar.  He  came  d  sguised  like  ? 
son  of  the  sea  :  fair  was  his  skifTon  the  wave; 
white  his  locks  of  age;  calm  his  serious  brow 
Faiiest  of  women,  he  said,  lovely  daughter  o 
Armin !  a  rock  not  distant,in  the  sea  bears  a  tre< 
on  its  side-  red  shines  the  fruit  afar.  Then 
Armar  waits  for  Daura.  I  come  to  carry  his  lov. 
along  the  rolling  sea.  She  went ;  and  she  cal  ec" 
on  A-ni->r.  Nxirht  answered,  bJt  the  son|l" 
the  rock.  Armar,  my  1  n-e  -,  my  love!  «  by  t. 
mcnKst  thou  me  wi.h  ieir  >.  hear,  son  ';f  Ard 
nartrhca-  •  it  is  Dacra  who  call^th  thee!  Eratl 
the  tiai.or  Ped  laughing  to  the  land.  She  liftei 
up  her  voice,  and  cried  for  her  brother  and  he 
father.    Arindal !  Armin  !  none  to  relieve  you 

Her  voice  came  over  the  sea.  Arindal  my  soi 
descended  from  the  hill :  rough  in  the  spoils  c 
the  chase.    His  arrows  rattled  by  his  side  ;  hi 


t  Fuar-a  '  cold  island.' 

II  By  the  son  of  the  rock,  the  poet  means  tb 
ech..iugbackc>f  the  human  voice  from  a  rod 
The  vulaar  were  of  opinion,  that  this  rcpetitu. 
of  sound  w-.s  made  b'  a  spirt  within  the  rock 
and  they,  on  that  account,  called  it  «  niac-tail. 
« the  son  who  dweUs  in  the  rock.' 
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^ow  vns  ill  his  haad ;  five dark-Rrey  Jogsatteiul- 
ed  his  steps.  IJe  saw  fierce  Erath  oa  the  shore: 
he  seized  and  bound  him  to  an  oak.  Thick  bend 
the  thoiigsjl  of  ihe  liidc  around  his  limbs ;  he 
loads  the  wind  with  his  greans.  Arindal  ascends 
the  wave  in  his  boat,  to  bring  Daura  to  land. 
Armar  came  in  his  wrath,  and  let  fly  rhe  grey- 
feathered  shaft.  It  sung;  it  sunk  in  thy  heart. 
O  Arindal,  my  son  !  for  Erath  the  traitor  thou 
diedst.  The  oar  is  stepped  at  once :  he  panted 
on  the  rOLk  and  expired.  What  is  thy  grief,  O 
Daura,  when  round  thy  feet  is  poured  thy  bro- 
ther's blood  >  The  boat  is  broken  in  twain  by  the 
waves.  Armar  plunges  into  the  sea,  to  rescue 
hii  Daura,  or  die.  Sudden  a  bhist  from  the  hiU 
comes  over  the  waves.     He  sunk  and  he  rose  no 

Alone,  on  the  sea-beat  rock,  my  daughter  was 
hevd  to  complain.  Frequent  and  loud  were  her 
cries;  nor  cduld  her  father  relieve  her.  All 
night  I  stood  on  the  shore.  I  saw  her  by  the 
faint  beam  of  the  moon:  All  night  I  heard 
her  cries.  Loud  was  the  wind ;  and  the  rain 
beat  hard  on  the  side  of  the  m.-iuntain.  Be- 
fore morning  appeHied,  her  v  ice  w«  weak. 
It  died  away,  like  the  evening-breeze  among 
the  grass  of  the  rocks,  ^^pc•nt  with  grief  she 
expired.  And  left  thee,  Armiii,  alune.  Gone 
is  my  strength  in  the  war,  and  fallen  my  pride 
among  women .  When  the  otorvis  of  the  moun- 
tain come;  when  the  north  lifts  the  wavts  oil 
high:  1  sit  by  the  sounding  shore,  and  look  on 
the  fatal  rock.  Often  by  the  setting  moon  I  see 
the  ghosts  of  my  children.    Half-viewless,  they 
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walk  in  mournful  conference  together.  Will 
none  of  you  speak  in  pity  >  They  do  not  regard 
their  father.  I  am  sad,  O  Carmor,  nor  small  is 
my  cause  of  woe  ! 

Such  were  the  words  of  the  bards  in  the  davs 
of  song;  when  the  king  heard  the  music  of 
h?  ps,  and  the  tales  of  other  times.  The  chiefs 
gHihered  fro:,:  ali  thei.-  hills,  and  heard  the  love- 
ly S'iund.  I  hey  praised  the  voicef  of  Cuna  I  the 
first  among  a  thousand  bards.  But  age  is  now 
on  my  tongue:  and  my  soul  has  failed.  I  hear 
sometimes,  the  ghosts  of  bards,  and  earn  chcir 
pleasant  song.  But  tremor^' fails  in  my  mind: 
I  hear  the  call  of  years.  They  say,  as  they  pa^s 
along,  why  does  Ossian  sing?  Soon  shall  he  lie 
in  the  narrow  house,  and  no  bard  shill  raise  his 
fame.  Roll  on,  ye  dark.brown  \  ears,  for  ye  h:  ing 
no  joy  on  vour  coarse.  Let  the  tomb  open  to 
Ossian,  for  his  strength  has  railed.    The  sons  of 

blast,  that  roars,  lonely,  on  a  sea-surrounded 
rock  after  the  winds  are  laid.  The  dark  moss  ■ 
M-histles  there,  and  the  distant  mariner  sees  the 
waving  trees. 


Calthon  &  Colmal: 


THE  ARGUMENT. 
This  piece,  as  many  more  of  OssianM  composi- 
tions,  is  addrcssea  to  one  of  the  first  Christina 
missionaries.  The  story  of  the  poem  is  hand- 
ed down,  by  tradition,  thus :  In  the  country 
of  the  Britons  between  the  walls,  two  chiefs 
lived  in  the  days  of  Fingal,  Dunthalmo,  lord 
of  Teutha,  supposed  to  be  the  Tweed ;  and 
Rathmor,  who  dwelt  at  Clutha,  well  kno 
to  be  the  river  Clyde.  Rathmcr  was  not  ra 
renowned  for  his  generosity  and  hi.spitalily, 
than  Dunthalmo  was  infamous  for  his  cruelty 
and  ambition.  Dunthalmo,  through  envy, 
or  on  account  of  some  private  feuds,  wh'ch. 
subsisted  between  the  families, inuidered  Rath, 
mor  at  a  feast ;  but  being  afterwards  touched 
with  remorse,  he  educated  the  two  soi;-  " 
Rathmor,  Calthon  aud  Colmar,  in  his 
house.  They  growing  up  to  man's  es 
dropped  some  hints  that  they  intended  ti 
venge  the  death  of  their  fatlier,  upon  which 
Dunthalm  )  shut  them  up  in  two  caves  on  tlie 
binJcs  of  Teutha,  intending  to  take  tUeiu  off 
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privately.  Colmal,  the  daughter  of  Duiithal- 
mo,  who  was  secretly  in  luve  wiUi  Calthon, 
helped  him  to  make  his  escape  from  prison, 
and  fled  wirh  hiri  to  Fingal,  disguised  in  the 
fcabit  of  a  young  warrior,  and  implored  his  a'd 
against  Dunthalmo.  Fingal  senl  Ossian  witli 
three  hundred  n.cn,  tu  Culnar's  .c'.isf.  Dun- 
tlialnio   ha\i!ii3  previously  r.iurdcred   Colmar, 

Killed  by  thut  hcio,    and  his    army  totally 
defeated. 
Calth'.n  married  Colmal,  his  d_cliverer;  and  Os- 
sian  returned  to  Morven. 

PLEASANT  is  the  voice  of  thy  song,  then 
lonely  dwclier  of  the  reck.  It  comes  on 
the  sound  of  t!ie  stream,  along  the  narrow  vale. 
Mv  sou!  awakes,  O  stranger !  in  the  midst  of  my 


The  aged  hciJi  c,i;:.es  lu:th 

,         ,   :.;s  grey  hair  glittero  in   liie 

bcHni.    D.ist  thuu  not  beho'd,  son  (.f  tiie  n.ik,  a 

strokes  of  battle ;  an  J  the  brightness  of  iu  busses 
has  failed.  THat  shield  the  gie.-.t  Dun:lii.::-.!0 
bore,  the  chief  uf  streamy  Teutha.  Duutlia'.nio 
bo;c  .t  in  battle,  before  he  fell  by  Ossian's  spe^r. 
L-bten,  son  of  the  rock,  to  the  talc  of  other 
years. 
Kathr 
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ever  closed :  his  feast  was  always  spread.  The 
f  the  s. ranger  came,  and  blessed  the  ge- 
ciiief  of  Clulha.  Bards  raised  the  song, 
uched  the  harp ;  and  joy  brightened  on  the 
ace  of  the  mcurnfal.  Duntlialnio  came,  iu  his 
ride,  and  rushed  into  the  combat  of  Rathmor. 
The  chief  of  Clutha  overcame  ;  the  rage  of 
Juntaalmo  rose.  He  came,  by  night,  with  his 
irs;  and  the  mighty  Rattnior  fell.  He 
his  halls,  where  his  feast  was  often  spread 
3r  strangers. 
Coimar  and  Calthon  were  young,  the  sons  of 
ir-b',rr.e  Ratlunor.  They  came,  in  the  joy  of 
:>  I-'.,  in'c.  iheir  father's  hall.  They  behold 
:;  -.  1  ;.s  I  lood,;jid  their  bursting  tearsdescend. 
.;  1  .if  Dunthahr.o  melted  when  he  sa«- 
_  .-  .  -ei\  of  youth;  hebruuRht  Uiem  to  AU 
u  1.  -  •  walls  ;  ttiey  grew  in  the  house  of  the 
.e.  luc.  bent  the  bow  in  iiis  presence i  and 
ime  forth  to  bis  batUes.  They  saw  Uie  fallen 
^alls  of  their  fathers  ;  they  saw  the  green  thorn 
"  the  hall.  Their  tears  descended  in  secret : 
nd,  at  tiiii€  =  ,  their  face-  were  mournful.  Dun- 
hal;"o  I).;",   '  '  '   '       is  darkening  soul 

■gncd  :  jt\;  them  in  two 

is,vn  r  Teutha.    The 

did  !!   L  ^  beams;  nor  the 
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The  daughter  of  Dunthalmo  wept  in  silenot 
the  fair-haired,  blue-eyea  Cohnal||.  Her  ey 
had  rolled  in.  secret  on  Calthou:  his  loveline; 
swelled  in  her  soul.  She  trembled  tor  tier  ■*?.! 
rior  ;  but  what  couM  Clnial  do  ;  liar  arm  coul 
not  lift  the  spear  ;  nor  was  the  sword  forme 

iieatira  mlii  Neitlier  was  her  e»e  the  terror  ( 
heroes.  What  canst  thou  do,  O  Colmal !  forth 
falling  chief?  Her  steps  are  unequal:  her  ha 
is  loose  :  her  eyes  looic  wildly  through  her  tear 
She  came,  by  night,  to  the  halU  ;  and  armul  h. 
lovely  form  in  steel;  the  steel  ot  a  young  wt 
rior,  who  tell  i:t  the  first  of  his  ha|t,c3  .. 
came  to  the  cave  of  Calthon,  and  loosed  tt 
thong  from  his  hands.  a^-, 

«  Ari--e,son  of  Rathmor,"  she  said,  «  ar.s 
the  ni-'ht  is  dark.  Lft  us  fly  to  the  k.ng  • 
Se'mn,  chief  of  fallen  Clutha!  I  am  the  son  ■ 
-Lam^al,  whodwelt  in  :hy  father's  hall.  I  hea 
of  ihv  dark  dwelling  in  the  cave,  and  my  so 
arose.  Arise,  son  of  Rathmor,  for  the  n.Eht 
dark."      "Blest  voice!"    repUed   the   chu 


11  rqil-mhal.  «  a  woman  with  small  ey 
V  "  .  L  V.11  eve  brmvs  were  a  distinguishi 
brows;'  small  eye-Droub  "^  hp  seld< 

part  of  beauty  in  Osiian's  tirne  :  ami  he  sew 
fails  to  give  them  to  the  fine  women  of  1 

•""t  Tftatis,  the  hall  where  the  arms  taken  frc 
enemies  were  hung  up  as  trophies     Oss.an 

in  his  first  battle,  as  more  proper  tor  a  v'" 
Moman    who  .anlioi  be  supposed  strong  enou 
to  carry  the  armour  of  a  full  grown  warrior. 
t  Fingal. 
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'  eomest  thou  from  the  darkly  rolling  clouds  * 
for  often  the  guo3ts  of  his  fathers  descended  to 
Calthim's  dreams,  since  the  sun  has  i-etired  from 
his  eye?,  ar.<;l  darkness  has  ducU  around  him. 
Or  art  thou  the  sjn  of  Lamgal,  the  chief  1  often 
saw  in  Clutha  ?  But  shall  1  fly  to  Fingal,  and 
Colmar  n\y  brother  low?  shall  I  fly  to  Morten, 
»nd  the  hero  closed  in  night?  No:  give  me  that 
spear,  son  of  Lamgal,  Calthon  -will  defend  his 
brother." 

'  '•  A  thousand  warriors,"  replied  the  maidj 
"  stretch  their  spears  round  car-bome  Colmar. 
IVhdt  can  Calthon  do  awinst  a  host  so  great? 
Let  us  fly  to  the  king  of  Morven,  he  will  come 
i-ilh  bittle.  His  arm  is  stretched  forth  to  the 
knhappy ;  the  lightning  of  his  sword  is  round  the 
vcak.  Arise,  thou  son  I'f  Rathinor  ;  the  shades 
if  night  will  fly  away.  Dunihalmo  will  behold 
hy  steps  on  the  field,  and  thou  must  fall  in  thy 
youth. 

The  sighing  hero  rose  ;  his  tears  descend  for 
ar.barne  Colmar.    He  came  wi'h  the  maid  to 
leb'.ia's  hall ;  but  he  knew  not  that  it  was  Col- 
hal.     The  helmet  covered  her  lovely  face  -,  and 
»er  breast  rose  beneath  the  steel.    Fingal  return- 
id  from  the  chase,  and  found  the  lovely  stranjrers. 
hev  were  lite  two  beams  of  light,  in  the  midst 
f  the  hall.    The  king  heard  the  tale  of  grief; 
i'   nd  turned  his  eyes  around.     A  thousand  hsrces 
?   alf-rosc  before  him,  claiming  the  war  of  Teu- 
•'  ha.    I  came  with  .my  spear  from  the  hill,  and 
,   be  joy  of  battle  rose  in  my  breast :  for  the  king 
'"  pjke  to  Ossian  in  the  nnidst  of  the  people. 
*     ««Sonof  my  strength,"  he  said,  "take  tbe 
'^  pear  of  Fingal ;  go  to  Teutha's  mighty  stream, 
•^  nd  save  the  car-borne  Colmar.     Let  thy  fame 
''  bturn  before  thee  like  a  pleesint  gale  ;  that  my 
'■  oul  may  rejoice  over  my  sen,  who  renews  the 
•'  enowtt  of  our  fathers.    Ossiar.J  be  thouastcrm 
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in  battle;  but  mild  when  the  fees  are  low  :  I 
was  thus  nw  fame  arose,  O  my  son  ;  and  be  t.icu 
like  Selnia's  chief.  Wr.ea  the  hiiugUty  come  t. 
my  halls,  my  eyes  beh.ld  them  not  But  ki 
arm  is  sketched  forth  to  the  unhappy.  M 
sword  dcleiids  the  weak." 

I  reioiced  in  the  words  of  the  king  :  and  too 
mv  rattli  iig  arms.  Diaran  f  rose  at  my  side,  an 
Dargoll  king  of  spears.     Three  hundred  youti: 

■f  Diaran,  father  of  that  Conr.al  who  was  ui 
fortunately  killed  by  Crimora,  ^i.s  nustress. 

II  Dargo,  the  son  of  CoUath,  is  ce.cor<.ted  i 
other  poems  by  Ossian.  He  ,s  said  to  h^e  D^-; 
killed  by  a  boar  at  a  hunUng  .f  ^^y  _  The  1. 
mentation  of  his  '"'stress,  or  wife,  Mmga.a,  o% 
his  body  is  extant;  but  whether  '"^o'  0=»'4" 
coiTiposition,  Icannot  determine.  Itis  g^jne.ai 
ascribed  to  him,  and  has  ir.uch  of  his  maunt 
hut  some  faditions  mention  it  as  an  imu<iu( 
by  spnTe  later  bard.  ^  As  it  has  some  poetu 

THE  spouse  of  Dargo  came  in  tears  :  f y  ^a 
chieff  and  wfc.t  Jhi^s^"Mi.^G;aa  d oTThe  d^ 


of  spears  :  but  the  sclerous  glow- 
but  Cc-llath's  stately  son  ?  Who  sa 


lovclvi 
fthe  mighty  deec: 


Thy  hand  touched  the 
sh-UUhe'hcroes  say  !  for  Dargo  fill  before  a  b' 
Pa'e  is  th;  lovely  cheek;  the  look  oi  v,  .1 
\vas  firm  iu  Oanger;    Why  hast  thou  failed 
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followed  our  steps  :  the  lovely  strangers  were  at 
niy  side.  Dunthalmo  heard  the  souud  of  our 
appioach;  he  gathered  the  strenj^  of  Teuth*. 
He  stood  on  a  hill  with  his  host ;  they  were  like 
rucks  bioken  with  thunder,  when  their  bent  trees 
are  singed  c.nd  bare,  and  the  streams  of  their 
chinks  have  failed. 

The  stream  of  Teutha  rolled  in  its  pride  be- 
fore  the  gloomy  foe.  1  sent  a  baid  to  Dunthal- 
mo, to  offer  the  combat  on  the  plain  -,  but  he 
smiled  in  the  darkness  of  his  pride.  His  unset, 
tied  host  moved  on  the  hill;  like  the  mountain 
cloud,  when  the  blast  has  entered  its  womb,  and 
scatters  the  curling  gloom  on  every  side. 

They  brought  Colmar  to  Teulha'sbank,  bound 
with  a  thousand  thongs.  The  chief  is  sad,  but 
lovely,  and  his  eye  is  on  his  friends;    for  we 

*  Teutha.     Dunthalmo  came  wiUi'his  spear,  a'ti 
'  pierced  the  hero's  side :  he  rolled  on  the  bank  iii 
his  blood,  and  we  heard  his  broken  sighs. 


our  hills,  thou  fairer  than  the  beams  of  the 

The  daughter  of  Adonsion  was  lovely  in  the 
eyes  if  the  valiant;  she  was  lovely  in  their  eyes, 
but  she  chose  to  be  >  he  spouse  of  Dargo. 

But  thou  art  alone,  Mingab, !  the  night  is 
coming  with  its  clouds  ;  where  is  th.;  bed  of  thy 
repose?  Where  but  in  the  tomb  of  Dargri  ? 

Why  dost  thou  lift  the  stone,  O  ban!  ?  why 
dostthnu  shut  the  narrow  house?  Mingala's 
eyes  ate  heavy,  bard  1  She  must  sleep  with  Dar- 
go. 

Last  night  I  heard  the  song  of  joy  in  Lartho's 
lofty  hall.  But  silence  now  dwells  arsuuiJ  my 
bed.    Mingala  rests  with  Dargo. 
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CalthoH  rushed  into  the  stream:  I  bounded 
forward  on  my  spear.  Teutha's  race  fL-U  btfore 
us.  Night  came  rolling  down.  Dunthalmo 
rested  on  a  rock,  amidst  an  aged  wood.  Th- 
rage  of  his  bosom  burned  against  the  car-born 
Calthon.  But  Calthon  stood  in  his  grief;  h 
mourned  the  fallen  Colmar;  Colmar  slain  i 
youth  before  his  fame  arose. 

I  bide  the  song  of  woe  to  rise,  to  soothe  the 
inournful  chief:  but  he  stood  beneath  a  tree, 
and  often  threw  his  spear  on  earth.  The  humid 
eye  of  Colmal  rolled  near  in  a  secret  tear  :  sh- 
foresaw  the  fall  of  Dunthalmo,  or  of  Clutha' 
battling  chief. 

Now  hail'  the  night  had  passed  away.  Silcnc 
and  darkness  were  on  the  field  ;  sleep  rested  ol. 
the  eyes  of  the  heroes  :  Calthnn's  settling  soul 
was  still.  His  eyes  were  half  closed;  but  *'-'• 
murmur  of  Teutha  h«d  not  yet  failed  in  his 
Pale,  and  shewing  bis  \v  )und3,  the  ghost  of  ( 
mar  came  :  he  bended  nis  head  over  the  hero, 
and  raised  hi.  feeble  voice. 

"  S'eeps  the  son  of  Rathmor  in  his  might,  a 
his  brother  low ;  Did  we  not  rise  to  the  chase  I 
gether,  and  pursue  the  dark-brown  hinds?  Ol- 
mar  was  not  forgot  till  he  fell;  till  death  had 
blasted  his  vouth.  I  lie  pale  bene;ith  the  rock, 
of  Lona.  O  let  Calthon  rise !  the  morning  comes 
with  its  beams ;  and  Dunthalmo  will  dishonour 
the  fallen."  He  passed  away  in  his  b'ast.  The 
rising  Calthon  saw  the  steps  of  his  departure. 
He  rushed  in  the  sound  of  his  steel,  and  unhappy 
Cnimal  rose.  Siie  followed  her  hero  througll 
night,  and  dragged  her  spear  behind.  But  when 
Calthon  came  to  Lona's  pick,  he  found  his 
fa'len  brother.  The  rage  of  his  bosom  rose,  and 
he  rushed  among  the  foe.     The  groans  of  >;eath 


23 

o.    The  shout  of  joy  arose ;  and  the  hills 
3f  night  repled. 

I  stai  ted  at  the  sound :    and  took  my  father's 

ipear.    Diaran  rose  at  mv  side ;  and  the  youthful 

itrength  of  Dargo.      We  missed  the  chief  of 

;;lutha,  and  our  souU  were  sad.    I  dreaded  the 

leparture  of  my  fame;   the  pride  of  my  valour 

"  Sonsof  Morven,"  I  said  "  it  is  not  thus 

_      .  thers  fought.    They  rested  not  on  the  field 

if  strangers,  when  the  foe  did  not  faU  before 

hem.     Their  strength  was  like  the  eagles  of 

leaven  :  their  renown  is  in  the  song.     But  our 

leople  fall  by  deg.ecs,  and  our  fame  begins  to 

lepart.    What  shu'.i  the  king  of  Morven  say,  if 

Issian  conquers  not  at  Teutha?   Rise  in  your 

teel,  ye  warriors,  and  follow  the  sound  of  Os- 

'an's  course.    He  will  not  return,  but  renowu- 

l,to  the  echoing  walls  o;  Selma." 

Morning  rose  oi\  the  blue  waters  of  Teutha; 

lolmal  stood  before  me  in  tears.     She  told  of 

he  chief  of  Clutha  :    and  thrice  the  spear  fell 

rom  her  hand.    My  wrath  turned  against  the 

rranger ;    for  my  soul  trembled  for   Calthon. 

Sonof  the  feeble  hand,"  I  said,  «<doTeutha's 

■arriors  fi.tht  with  tears  ?  The  battle  is  not  won 

■ith  grief;    nor  dwells  the  sigh  in  the  soul  of 

•ar.    Go  to  the  deer  of  Carmun,  or  the  lowing 

erds  of  Teutha.     But  leave  these  arms,  thou 

of  fear  :  a  warrior  may  lift  them  in  battle." 

tore  ;he  mail  from  her  shoulders.     Hersnowjr 

ast  appeared.     She  bent  her  red  face  to  the 

und.     I  lo.ked  in  silence  to  the  chiefs.    The 

3r  fell  from  my  h,Aafi ;   and  the  sigh  of  my 

om  rose.     But  when  1  heard  the  name  oi  the 

id,  my  crowding  tears  descended.     I  blessed 

lovely  beam  of  youth,  and  bade  the  battle 


24 

in  their  land  ;  and  their  tombs  are  not  found  on 
the  heath.  Years  can-.e  on  with  Iheir  tempests  ■ 
and  the  green  mounds  mouldered  away.  Sc?.'-c( 
is  the  grave  ,of  Duntha'jno  seen,  or  the  plaa 
where  he  fell  by  the  spear  of  Ossian.  Some  gie; 
warrior,  half  blind  with  age,  sittiiig  by  night  a 
the  flaming  oak  of  the  hall,  tells  now  my  action 
to  his  sons,  and  the  fall  of  the  dark  Dunthalmo 
The  faces  of  youth  bend  sidelong  towards  hi: 
voice;  surprise  and  joy  burn  in  their  eyes. 

I  found  the  sonf  of  Rathmor  bound  to  an  oak 
my  sword  cut  the  thongs  from  his  hands.  Am 
1  gave  him  the  whitc-bosomed  Colmal.  The 
dwelt  in  the  halls  of  TcHtha ;  and  Ossian  return 
e4  to  Sclma. 


Laf/nnoji: 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

itlimon,  a  British  prince,  takinr; advantage  of 
I's  absence  in  Ireland,  made  a  descent  on 
en,  and  advanced  within  siglit  <  f  Selma 
:hero',alp3!ace.  Fingal  arrived  in  the  r.iezn 
jme,  and  La'hmon  retreatea  to  a  ii'l  ,  wheie 
his  army  was  sur-ris.-d  by  nigru,  and  hii;:se;f 
taken  prisoner  bv  Ossian  ar.d  Gaui  .l:eson  cf 
"  '  i.  This  exploit  of  Gaul  ijui  Ossian  bears 
r  resemblance  to  the  beautitiil  epirode  of 
NiSiis  and  Euryalus  in  VirR.l's  ninth  ^neid. 

^oe:n  opens,  with  the  first  appeHi^nte  of 

Fir.gai  on  the  coast  of  Morven,  and  ends,  it 
may  be  supposed,  about  noon  the  next  day. 

ELMA,  thy  halls  are  silent.  There  is  no 
'  sound  in  the  woods  of  Morven.  The  wave 
iibies  al'jne  on  the  coast.  The  silent  beam 
the  sun  is  ou  the  field.     The  daughters   of 

[orvcn  con.e  forth, like  the  bow  of  the  shower; 

—  '  uk  towards  green  UUin  for  the  white  sails 
king.  He  had  promised  to  return,  but 
ids  of  the  north  arose. 

Who  pours  from  the  eastern  hill,  like  a  stream 
darkness;  It  is  the  host  of  Lathmon.  He 
t  beard  uf  liie  absence  of  Fingal,    He  trusts 
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in  the  wind  of  the  north.  His  soul  brighte  : 
with  joy.  Why  dost  thou  come,  Ldthmon  r  T, 
mightv  are  no;  in  Selma.  Why  coine;t  thi 
with  thy  furwa-d  spear?  Will  the  daughters 
Morven  figl^t  ?  But  stop,  O  mighty  stream, 
thy  course!  Does  not  Lathmon  behold  the, 
sails  ?  Why  dost  thou  vanish,  Lathmon,  like  t 
mist  of  the  >ake?  But  the  fqually  storm  is  behii 
thee;  Fingal  pursues  thy  s'.tps ! 

The  liins  of  Morven  started  from  sleep,  as  \ 
rolled  on  the  darlc  blue  wave.  Ue  stretched  1 1 
hand  to  his  spear,  and  his  l-eroes  rose  aroim 
We  linew  that  he  had  seen  his  fathers,  for  ih 
often  descended  to  his  dreams,  when  the  swu 
of  the  foe  rose  over  the  \?.nA;  ind  the  bati, 
darlcened  before  us.  "  Whither  hast  thou  <;. , 
O  windf"  said  the  kint;  cf  Mo-ven.  "  Del 
thou  ru  lie  in  the  chambers  of  :he  south,  a  . 
pursue  the  shower  in  other  b.nds  ?  \Vh;  d; 
thou  not  come  to  my  sails .'  to  the  blue  face  di  r 
seas'  The  foe  is  in  the  land  of  M^'rven,  r.nU  i 
king  is  absent.  But  let  each  Hnd  i.n  his  mr: 
and  c-fech  assume  his  shield.  Stretch  every  s;.l 
over  the  wave;  let  every  swo'd  be  unsheathe 
La'h  iiont  i- before  us  with  Jiis  host;  he  tr 
fledll  from  F)ngalonthe  plains  of  Lona.     But  1 


f  I(  is  said,  by  tradition,  that  it  was  the  int 
Ijgence  of  Laihmon's  invasion,  that  occasioi 
Fingal's  leturn  from  Ireland;  th(>ugh  Ois- 
more  poetically,  ascribes  the  cause  of  Fingii 
knowledge  to  his  dream. 

I|lle  alUidts  '.o  -  battle  wherein  FingJ  h 
defeated  Lathmon  The  occasion  oi  thi^  fii 
war,  between  those  heroes,  is  lold  ly  Ossan 
auutu«f  pocni,  whicU  the  UansUtor  baa  seen. 


rns,  like  a  collected  stream,  and  his  roar  is 
veen  our  hills." 

ch  were  the  words  of  Fingal.  We  rushed 
Carmona's  bay  Ossian  ascended  the  hill ; 
thtice  struck  his  bossy  shield.  The  rock  of 
ven  replied;  and  the  bounding  roes  came 
h.  The  foes  were  iroubled  in  my  presence  : 
collected  their  darkened  host ;  for  ,1  stood, 
a  cloud  on  the  hill,  rejoicing  in  the  arms  of 

torniT[  sat  beneath  a  tree,  at  the  roaring  wa. 
-f  Strumon^  :  his  locks  of  age  are  grey  :  he 
_  forward  on  his  staff;  young  Gaul  is  near 
hero,  hearing  the  battles  of  his  youth.  Often 
ije  lise,  in  the  fire  of  his  soul,  at  the  mighty 
Is  of  Marni.  The  aged  heard  ihe  sound  of 
an's  shieM  :  he  knew  the  sign  of  battle, 
itarted  at  once  from  his  place.  His  grey  hair 
ed  on  his  back.  He  remembers  the  actions 
ier  years 

My  son,"  he  said  to  fair-haired  Gaul,  "  I 
the  sound  of  battle.  The  king  of  Morvea 
tamed,  the  sign  uf  war  is  heard  Go  to  the 
■.  of  Strumon,  and  bring  his  arms  to  Morni. 
'  g  the  arms  which  my  father  wore  in  his 
^  foe  my  arm  begins  to  fail.  Take  the  thy 
U  Gaul :  and  rush  to  the  first  of  thy 


^  Morni  was  chief  of  a  numerous  trl^e,  in  the 
'"  of  Fingal  and  his  father  ConhaS  The  last 
n  ioned  hero  was  killed  in  battle  against  Mor-- 
5^  ribe;  but  the  valour  and  conduct  ff  Fingul 
wl  them,  at  last,  to  obedience.  WeEnd  the 
■"  heroes  perfectly  reconciled  in  this  poem. 
'•*-  •  none,  'stream  of  the  hill.'  Her.  the 
ne  cf  ^  rivulet  in  tbc  neielibourhocd 
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battles.  Let  thine  arm  reach  to  the  ren 
thy  fathers.  Be  thy  course  in  the  field,  1 
eagle's  wing.  Why  shouldst  thou  fear  dea' 
my  son  >.  the  VrtU?.nt  fall  with  fame ;  Ih 
shieMs  turn  the  dark  stream  of  danger  aw 
and  renown  dwells  on  their  grey  hairs.  D 
thou  not  see,  O  Gaul,  how  the  steps  of  my  -. 
are  honoured?     Morni   moves  forth,  and    , 


nf  battle.     Thes 


with  the  blootl  o.  the  valiant.  He  came  ti 
Fing<il ;  his  sou  attended  his  steps.  The 
Corahalrejoiccdovcrthewarrior,  when  h( 
in  the  locks  of  !jis  age. 

■'  King  of  the  roaring  Strumon  !"  said  t 
ing  joy  oi  Fingal  ;  »'  do  I  behehl  thee  in 
after  thy  strength  has  failed  ?  Often  has 
shone  iu  battles,  like  the  beam  of  the  rising 
when  he  disperses  the  storms  of  the  hii! 
brings  peace  to  the  glittering  fields.     But 
didst  thou  not  rest  in  thine  age  ?  'i'hy  ve 
is  in  t);e  song.    The  people  behold  thee 
bless  the  departure   of   mighty   Morni. 
<Si(!st  thou  not  rest   in  thine  age  t  For  tl 
will  vanish  before  Fing.d." 

"  rien  of  C"mh_l,"  replied  the  chief, 
strength  of  Morni'..  ;.n.i  has  fdilcd.  I  a' 
fo  draw  the  sw.i;.I  n,  ny  >outh,  but  it  rt 
in  its  place.  J  l!  rmv  .he  spear,  bJt  it  fall  ^ 
of  the  mark  ;  au^:  I  feel  the  weight  of  my  ] 
W'e  decay  like  Ih-j  grass  of  the  mount?,  n, ;  J 
strcngvh  returns  nc  inoie.    1  have  a  son,  * 
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a,  his  soul  has  delighted  ir.  the  actions  nf  Mor- 
i's vuiith  ;  but  his  swoid  has  h.a  been  lifted  a- 
unst  the  toe,  neither  has  his  lame  begun.  I 
inie  with  him  lo  baale;  to  direct  his  arm.  His 
mown  will  be  a  sun  to  my  soul,  in  the  dark 
)ur  ot  my  departure.  O  that  the  name  of  Mor- 
i  were  forgot  among  the  people !  that  the  he- 
les  wouid  only  sav,  Behold  the  father  of  Gaul." 
•«  King  of  Strunion,"  Fingal  replied,  "  G<iut 
tiall  lift  the  sword  in  battle.  But  he  shall  lift  it 
BforeFirsal;  niv  r.rm  shall  rtefcnd  his  youth. 
^^  ■  si  til'"'  '"  ri,-  1.^,1,.  ..fSclnia;  and  hear  of 
now.!.  ^-  strung;    and  the 

pjoice  in   I  <  '.2  soul  of  Morni 

trightenv:  il  tliou  hast  fought 

battles:  li.i,  ui..,.L,..i  :j.i  ...ftoriison  thyspear: 

thy  ooui se  be  \v ith  Giul  m  the  strifr ;  but  de- 

t  not  from  the  .side  of  Fingal ;  lest  the  foe 

,nd  you  alone ;  and  your  fame  fail  at  once." 

Isivif  Gaul  in^  his  arms,   and  my  soul  was 

■•     i-.hhis:  for  the  fire  of  the  battle  was  in 

!  ie  looked  to  the  foe  with  joy.    We 

-v  urds  of  friendship  in  secret ;  and  the 

.  our  swords  poured  together  ;  for  we 

.     i    behind  the   wood,    and  tried  the 

;rci;;i.l:  ut  our  arms  on  the  empty  air. 

Night  came  down  on    Morven.      Fingal  sat 

It  the  beam  of  the  oak.     Morni  sat  by  his  with 

ill  his  grey  waving  locks.    Their  discourse  is  of 


|.  t  Ossian  speaks.     The  contrast  between  the 
-  '      (1  young  heroes  is  strongly  marked.     The 
nstanc^  of  the  lattftr's  drawing  their  s^vords 
I  iniiigined,  and  agrees  with  the  imoaticnce 
pf  young  soldiers,  just  entered  upon  action, 
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other  tiflies,  and  tt^  actions  of  their  fathert 
Three  bards,  at  times,  touched  the  harp  ;  ai 
UUiu  was  near  with  his  song.  Hs  sung  of  ti 
mighty  Coinhal ;  but  darkness  jralhereilji  ( 
Morni'sbrow.  He  rolled  his  redeye  on  LUlii 
and  the  song  of  the  barJ  ceased.  Fingal  obscrvi 
the  aged  hero,  and  lie  niildlv  spoke. 

"  Chief  of  Strumon, why  thi.t  darkness?  L 
the  days  cf  other  years  be  forgot.  Our  falheii 
oon  eii'j.;.:' in  battle,  but  we  meet  toge- her  a 
feast.  Ci:r  i-w'jrds  are  turnta  on  the  fi^es, 
they  ir.el:  before  us  cii  the  fic'd.  Let  the 
of  our  fathers  be  forgot,  king  of  mossy  Stru. 

«'  King  of  Morven,"  rep'.ied  the  chief,  "  I  re. 
meir.ber  thy  father  with  joy.  He  was  teiriblc  it 
battle;  the  r?.gc  of  tlie  chief  was  deadly.  M^ 
eyes  were  fuU  ■  'i  le?.rs,  when  the  king  of  Iieroej 
fell.  The  vali^ni  rail,  O  Fingal,  and  the  feeble 
remain  on  the  hUls.  How  many  heroes  have 
passed  aw  ay,  in  the  days  of  Mor:ii !  And  1  did 
notshitp.  the  battle;  neither  did  I  fiy  from  the 
strife  c.f  the  valiant.  Now  let  the  friends  ol 
riis'd  rest;  forthe  night  is  around;  that  the^ 
nia^  rise,  with  strength,  tobattle against  car.born« 
Lathnwn.  I  hear  the  sound  of  his  host,  T'  " 
thunder  moving    on   U,e  hills.     Ossian ! 


Ii  Uliin  had  chosen  ill  the  subject  of  his  song. 
The  «  dartness  which  gathered  on  Morni's 
br'  w ,"  did  not  proceed  from  any  dislike  he  had 
to  Comhal's  name,  though  they  were  foes,  but 
frcn.  his  fear  that  the  song  would  awaken  Fin 
8?1  to  rcn  einbrance  of  the  feud.-  which  had  sub- 
sifcGof  old  between  their  families.  Firgjti'j 
speech  on  this  occasion  abcuods  with  geueroiiitv 
and  good  teosc. 
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ralr-haired  Gaul !  ye  are  swift  in  the  race.    Olu 
the  foes  of  Fin  gal  from  tU  :t  woody  hill. 

^ ;pproach  them  not,  yourfathe.s  are  not  near 

;o  shield  you.     Let  not  your  fame  fall  at  onca 
The  valour  of  youth  may  fail." 

We  heard  the  words  of  the  chief  with  joy,  and 
moved  in  the  clang  of  our  arms.  Our  steps  are 
in  the  woody  hill  Heaven  burns  with  al!  its  stars. 
Prhe  meteors  of  death  fly  over  the  field.  The 
jnt  noise  of  the  foe  leached  our  ears.     It 

then  G.iul  spoke,  in  his  vaour;    bis  band 

half  unsheathed  tlie  sword. 

"  Son  of  Fingal,"  he  said,  "  why  burns  the 

soul  of  Gaul  ?  my  heart  beats  high.      Mv  step» 

are  disordered  -,    and  my  hand  trcnibles  on   my 

sword.     When  1  look  towards  the  foe,  mv  so  :l 

lightens  before  me,  and  I  see  their  sleepi-'g  h  st. 

Tremble  t  lius  the  souls  of  the  valiant  in  bat;Ies  of 

the  spearf  How  wou'd  the  soul  of  Morni  rise  if 

ve  should  rus.n  on  .he  foe!    Our   enown  would 

grow  in  the  soni; ;  rmd  our  steps  be  stately  in  the 

eyesof  thcbave." 

"  Son  of  Morni,"  I  replied,  "  my  soul  delights 

baWe.     I  deiight  to  shine  in  bsllle  alone,  and 

give  my  name  to  the  batds     But  what  if  the 

e  should  prevail;  shall  I  behold  the  eves  of  the 

king?  Thcv  are  terrible  in  hi>  displeasure,  and 

Kfce  the  flames  of  death.    But  I  will  not  behold 

them  in  his  wrath.    O  sian  shall  prevail  or  fall. 

But  shall  the  fame  of  the  vanquished  rise?  They 

pass  away  like  a  shadow.     But  the  fame  of  03« 

sian  shAll  rise.  His  deeds  shallbe  like  his  fathers. 

Let  us  rush  in  our  arms;  son  of  Morni,  let  us 

I   rush  to  battle.    Gaul !   if  thou  shalt  return,  go 

,  to  Selma's  lofty  wall.     Tell  to  Everallin  that  t 

fc  I  with  fame;   larry  this  sword  to  Branuo's 

daughter,     tet  her  give  it  to  Oscar,  wUea  tiiC 

'  years  of  his  youth  stall  arise." 
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"  Son  of  Fingal,"  Gaul  replied  with  a  sigh  ; 
•«  shall  I  return  after  Ossian  is  low  !  What  would 
my  father  say,  ar.d  B'ingal,  king  of  men  f  The 
feeble  would  turn  'heii  eyes  and  say.  Behold 
the  mighty  Gaul  who  left  his  friend  in  his  blood ! 
Ye  shall  not  behulu  r.ie,  ye  feeble,  but  in  the 
midst  of  my  renown.  Ossian  ^  1  have  heard 
from  my  father  themlghty  deedsof  heroes ;  their 
mighty  deeds  when  alone ;  for  the  soul  increases 
in  danger." 

«  Son  of  Morni,"  I  replied,  and  strode  before 
him  on  the  heath,  "  our  fathers  shall  jiraise  cur 
Talour,  when  tLey  mourn  our  t'Al.     A  beam  of 

eyes  a'le  full  of  tears.  ThL->  will  sav,  Uur  sons 
have  not  fallen  like  the  grass  of  the  field,  for 
they  spread  deatharouuel  them.  But  why  should 
we  think  of  the  narrow  house  ?  The  sword  de-  ■ 
fends  the  raliant.  But  death  pursues  the  tlir^ht 
cf  the  I'eebic  ;  and  their  renown  is  not  heard."  • 
We  rushed  forward  through  night ;    and  came 

round  the  foe,  through  trees  tlijt  echoed  to  its 
noise ;  we  came  to  the  bank  of  the  stream,  and 
saw  the  sleeping  host.  Tlieir  fires  were  decay- 
ed on  the  plain  :  and  the  lonely  steps  of  their 
scouts  were  distant  far.  I  stretched  my  spear 
before  me  to  support  my  steps  over  the  sirearn. 
But  Gaul  took  my  hand,  and  spoke  the  worus  of 
the  valiant. 

«  Shall  the  son  of  Fingsl  rush  on  a  sleeping 
foe!  Shall  he  ccme  like  a  blast  by  night,  when 
it  overturns  the  young  trees  in  sec-.et!  Fingiil 
did  not  thus  receive  his  fame,  nor  dwells  renown 
on  the  grey  hairs  of  Morni,  for  actions  like  these. 
Strike,  Ossiani,  strike  the  shield  of  battle  and  let 
their  thousands  rise.  Let  them  meet  Gaul  in  his 
first  battle,  that  be  may  try  the  sCrengtli  of  his 
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M\-  soul  rejoiced  over  the  warrior,  nnd  my 
liur»riTii;  rears  descended.  "  And  the  foe  sbr-R 
meet  C'iul,"  I  sn-.d  :  «•  he  fame  of  Monil's  son 
sha'-l  S'i^e  Bu!  rush  not  too  far,  my  hero  :  let 
the  rfiev:  of  thT  steel  be  near  to  Os«ian.  Let 
our  hands  ioio  in  slaughter.  Gaui !  dost  thou 
not  behoUi  that  rock !  lis  qreV  side  dimly  zlpams 
to  the  s:iirs  If  the  f'le  sha.l  prevail,  let  our 
back  be  -^-raards  the  rock.  Then  shall  they  tear 
approach  our  spears :  fer   death    is  in  our 

I  struck  thrice  'ny  echoing  shield.  The  start- 
ing fog  arose.  We  lUshed  on  in  the  sound  of 
our  arms.  Their  crowded  seeps  fly  over  the 
heath  r  for  they  thought  t^at  -.he  mighty  Fingal 
le ;  and  the  strength  of  their  arms  w  iihered 
_  jV.  The  sound  of  iheir  flight  was  Kke  that 
of  tiane,  when  it  rushes  through  the  blasted 
;s.  It  was  then  the  spear  of  Gaul  ilew  in 
rennth :  it  was  then  his  sword  arose.  Cre- 
fi!l,  and  mighty  Let h.  Dun' hormo  strug- 
in  his  blood.  The  steel  rushed  througli 
Crotha's  side,  as  be.t,  he  rose  on  his  spear  ;  the 
black,  stream  pou;ed  from  the  wound,  and  hissed 
on  the  half-extinguiihed  oak.  Calhmin  sa\r 
he  steps  of  the  hero  behind  him,  and  ascended 
_  blasted  tree;  but  the  spear  pierced  him  from 
behind  Shrieking,  panting,  he  fell;  moss  and 
withered  branches  pursue  bis  fall,  and  strew  the- 
Nue  anns  of  Gaul. 

Such  were  thy  deeds,  son  of  Momi,  in  the 
first  of  thy  battles.  Nor  slept  the  sword  by  thy 
side,  thou  last  of  Fingal's  race!  Ossian  rushed 
forward  in  his  strength,  and  the  people  fell  be- 
fore him  ;  as  the  grass  by  the  staflF  of  the  boy, 
when  he  whistles  along  the  field,  and  the  grey 
beard  of  the  thistle  falls.  But  careless  the  youti 
si*ves  on  i  his  steps  are  tswards  the  desert. 


34 

erey  morning  rose  around  uj  ;  the  winding 
•treams  are  bright  along  the  heath.  The  foe 
gathered  on  a  hill ;  and  the  rage  of  Latbnion 
ro^e.  He  bent  the  red  eye  of  his  wrath  :  he  iz 
silent  in  his  rising  grief.  He  often  struck  his 
bosoy  shield  ;  and  his  steps  are  unequal  on  "-- 
heath.  I  saw  the  distant  darkness  of  the  h 
and  I  spoke  to  Morni's  son. 

"  Car-bornef  chief  of  Strumon,  dost  thou  be- 
hold the  foe?  They  gather  on  the  hill  in  tl --- 
wrath.  Let  our  steps  be  towards  the  kijip. 
shall  arise  in  his  strength,  and  the  host  of  Lath- 
mon  vanish.  Our  fame  is  around  us,  warrior, 
the  eyes  of  the  aged  will  rejoice.  But  let  us 
fl; ,  son  of  Morni,  Lathnion  descends  the  hill." 
*'  Then  let  our  steps  be  slow,"  replied  the  fair, 
haired  Gaul;  "  lest  the  foe  say,  with  a  smile. 
Behold  the  warriors  of  night:  they  are  like  ghosts, 
terrible  in  darkness,  but  they  melt  a\ray  before 
the  beam  of  the  east.  Ossian,  take  the  shield  of 
Gormar  who  fell  beneath  thy  spear,  that  the 
^ed  heroes  may  rejoice,  when  they  shall  behold 
the  actions  of  their  sons." 

Such  were  our  words  on  the  plain,  when  Sul»  ■ 
tnath  came  to  car-borne  Lathmon  :  Sulmath, 
chief  of  Dutha,  at  ihe  dark-rolling  streaD 
Duvrannat.     "  Why  dost  thou  not  rush,  so 


f  Car-borne  is  a  title  of  honour  bestowed,  by 
Ossian,  indiscriminately  on  every  hero  :  as  everf  . 
thief,  in  his  time,  kept  a  chariot  or  litter  by  way 
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Nuath,  with  a  thousand  of  thy  heroes  ?  'UTir 
dost  thou  r.ot  descend  with  thy  host,  before  the 
Vrarriors  ^y  ?  their  blue  arms  are  beaming  to  the 
rising  'ight,  and  their  steps  are  before  ui  on  the 
heath." 
«  Son  of  the  feeble  hand,"  said  Lathmon, 
shall  my  h^'St  d -scend  f  1  hey  are  but  two,  son 
cfDuthi,  aid  shall  a  thousand  lift  their  steeU 
Nuath  would  mourn,  in  his  hall,  for  the  depar- 
ture of  his  rame.  His  eyes  would  turn  from 
tathmon,  when  <  he  tread  of  his  feet  approached. 
Go  thou  to  the  heroe  ,  chief  of  Dutha,  for  X 
behold  the  stately  steps  of  O  si  an.  Hs  fami 
Is  worthy  of  my  steel ;  let  him  fight  with  Lath- 

The  noble  Sulmath  came.  I  rejoiced  in  the 
woids  of  t^e  king  I  raised  the  shield  on  my 
«rm  ;  and  Gaul  placed  in  my  hand  the  sword  of 
Morni.  We  returned  to  the  murmurin!»stream  ; 
Lathmon  came  in  his  strength.  His  dark  host 
rolled,  like  the  clouds,  be'iind  him :  but  the  son 
of  Nuath  was  bright  in  his  stee!. 

<'  Son  of  Fingal,"  said  the  hero,  "  thy  fame 
kas  grown  on  our  fall.  How  m  :ny  lie  there  of 
my  people  by  th  hand,  thcu  king  of  men!  Lift 
now  thy  spear  against  Lathmon;  a.ad  lay  the 
•on  of  Nuath  low.  Lay  him  low  among  his  p^o- 
or  ;hou  thyself  must  fall.  It^hall  neverbe 
TOiu  in  my  halls  that  my  warriors  fei:  in  my  pre 
^ence ;  that '  hey  fell  in  the  presence  of  Lathmon 
when  his  sword  rested  by  his  side  :  the  blue  eyes 


lat  is  meant  by  Osiian,  in  this  passage.  Lath. 
„,^.i  must  have  been  a  pnnce  of  the  Picush  na- 
tion, or  tltose  Caledonians  a  ho  inhabitetl  of  old 
fh«  eastern  coast  of  Scotiand. 
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of  Cutftat  would  roll  in  tears,  and  her  steps  be 
lonclv  in  the  vales  of  Dunlathmon  "  ; 

"  Neither  shall  it  be  t..1d,"  I  replied,  "  that  ; 
the  son  oi  Fingal  fled.  Were  his  steps  covered  , 
with  darkness  yet  would  not  Ossian  Py  ;  h  s  soul 
would  meet  bin,  and  say.  Does  t^e  bard  of  Selma 
fear  the  foe?  No  :  he  does  not  fear  the  foe  "'- 
joy  is  in  the  midst  of  battle." 

Lathnion  canie  on  with  his  spear  and  pierced 
the  shield  of  Ossian.  I  felt  the  told  steel  at  - 
side ;  and  drew  the  sword  of  Moi  ni :  I  cul 
spear  in  twain;  the  bright  point  fell  glittering 
on  the  ground.  The  son  of  Nuath  burnt  in  his 
wrath,  and  lifted  hign  his  sounding  shield.  His 
dark  eyes  roled  above  if.  as  bending  for^vard,  it 
sbone  like  a  gate  of  brass.  But  Ossian 's  speai 
pierced  the  brightness  of  its  b  'sses,  and  =u:-k  in  a 
tree  that  rose  behind.  The  shield  h-ng  on  the 
quivering  lance!  but  Lathmon  st.U  advanced, 
Gaul  foresaw  the  fall  of  the  chief,  and  stretched 
his  buckler  before  my  sword;  when  it  descend- 
ed, in  a  stream  of  1  ght,  over  the  king  of  Duu- 
lathmon.  ,  ,,      .         ^  ^. 

Lathmon  beheld  the  son  of  Morni,  and  th< 
te?r  started  from  his  eye.  lie  threw  the  swore 
of  his  fathers  on  the  ground,  md  spr.ke  the 
words  of  the  valiant.  «'  VVhr  should  Lathmon 
fight  agiinst  the  first  of  mortal  men  ?  Your 
souls  are  beams  from  heaven  ;  your  swords  the 
flames  of  death.  Who  cafe  equal  the  renown  ( t 
the  heroes,  whose  actions  are  so  great  in  youth  ; 
O  thatye  were  in  tl^e  halls  of  Nuath,  in  the  green 
dwelling  of  Lathmon!  then  would  my  faUicr 
say,  that  his  son  did  not  yield  to  the  feeble.    £'.,[ 


t  Cutha  appears  to  have  Ween  Lathmon's  wil« 
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whocfivncs,  a  migh'v  stream,  along  the  echoing 
heath  ?  the  little  hills  are  troubled  before  him, 
and  a  chousand  spirits  are  on  the  beams  of  his 
steel;  the  spirits f  of  those  who  are  to  faU  by  the 
of  the  king  (if  resoiindin,';  Morven.     Happy 

thou,  OFingal,  thy  s  ns  shall  fight  thy  bat." 

;  they  g  >  forth  before  thee  :  and  they  retura 

1  the  steps  of  renown." 

in^l  came,  in  his  'riildness,  rejoicing  in  secret 
_  ■  the  actions  of  his  son.  Morni'sface  bright- 
!  ened  with  gladness,  and  his  aged  eyes  looked 
faintly  through  the  tears  of  joy.  We  came  to 
the  halls  of  Sebna,  and  sat  round  the  feast  of 
shells.  The  maids  of  the  song  came  into  our 
presence,  and  the  mildly  blushing  Everallin. 
Her  dark  hair  spread  on  her  neck  of  snow,  her 
eyes  rolled  in  secret  on  Ossiaii ;  she  touched  the 
harp  oi  music,  and  we  blessed  the  daughter  of 
Branno. 

Fingal  rose  in  his  place,  and  spoke  to  Dunlath- 
mon's  battling  king.  The  sword  of  Trenmor 
.trembled  by  his  side,  as  he  lifted  up  his  mighty- 
arm,  "S  n  of  Nuath,"  he  said,  "why  dost 
thou  search  for  fame  in  Morven  i  We  are  not  of 
the  race  of  the  feeble ,  nor  da  our  swords  gleam 
over  the  weak.  When  did  we  come  to  Dunlath- 
tnon,  with  the  sound  of  war  ?  Fingal  does  not 
delight  in  batUe,  though  his  arm  is  strong.  My 
renown  grows  on  the  fall  of  the  haughty.  The 
lightningof  my  steel  pours  on  the  proud  in  arms. 
The  battle  conies  :  and  he  tombs  of  the  \'aliant 
lise ;  the  tombs  of  my  people  rise,  O  my  fathers! 


t  It  was  thought,  in  Ossian's  time,  that  each 
person  had  his  attending  spirit.  The  traditions 
concerning  this  o^iniou  arg  dark  and  imsatisfac , 
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•nd  I  lit  last  must  remain  alone.  But  I  will  re- 
riain  renowned,  and  the  departure  of  my  soul 
shall  be  one  stream  of  light.  Lathnion  !  retire 
to  thy  place.  Turn  thy  battles  to  other  lands. 
The  race  of  M.  rven  are  renowned,  and  tUtif 
fees  «rc  tbe  sons  of  tiie  uatuppy  i" 


Oithona : 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Caul,  the  sonof  Morni,  attended  Lathmon  into 
h's  own  country,  after  his  beinsr  defeated  in 
Morven,  as  related  in  the  pvecedini;  poem.  He 
was  kindly  entertained  by  Nuath  the  father  of 
Lathmon,  and  firll  in  love  with  his  daughter 
Oithona.  Th;  lady  v,  as  no  less  enamoured  of 
GhuI,  and  a  day  -was  fixed  for  their  marriage. 
In  the  mean  time,  Fin^al,  p  eparing  for  an 
expedition  into  the  country  of  the  Britons, 
sent  for  Gaul  He  obeyed,  and  went ;  but  not 
without  promising  to  Oithona  to  return,  if  he 
survived  the  war,  by  a  cetain  day.  Lathmon 
too  was  obli  ed  to  attend  his  father  Nuath  in 
his  wars,  and  Oithona  was  left  alone  at  Dun- 
lathmon,  the  scat  of  the  famil-  Dun^om. 
math,  lord  of  Uthal,  supposed  to  be  one  of  the 
Orkneys,  t?.king  advantage  of  the  absence  of 
her  friends,  came  and  canied  ufF,  by-  force, 
O.thona,  who  had  fortr.^rly  rejected  his  love, 
into  Tromathon,  a  desert  island,  whtre  he 
concealed  her  in  a  cave. 
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6:iul  returned  on  the  day  appointed  ;  beard  of 
the  rape,  aad  sailed  to  Tromathon,  to  revenge 
himself  on  Dunrommath.  Wtien  he  landrt), 
he  found  Oithona  distonlate,  and  resolved  not 
to  survive  the  loss  of  her  lionuur.  She  told 
*im  the  story  of  her  misfortune:-,  ana  she 
scarce  ended,  when  Dunruni.iialh  with  his  fol. 
lowers,  appeared  at  the  further  end  of  the 
island.  Gaul  prepared  to  attack  him,  reconi- 
meniing  to  Oithona  to  retire,  till  the  battle 
was  over.  She  seemingly  obeyed  ;  but  she  se- 
tfetly  armed  herself,  rushe.'!  into  the  thickest  I 
of  the  balUe,  and  was  mortally  wounded. 
Caul  pursviin;;  the  Hying  enemy,  found  her 
just  expiring  on  ihe  lieUl ;  he  mourned  over 
her,  raised  her  tomb,  ai:d  returned  to  Morven 
Thus  is  the  story  handed  down  by  tradition  j 
nor  is  it  given  with  any  material  difference  ic 
til'?  poem,  which  opens  with  GhuI's  return  tc 
Duiilathmon,  after  ihe  rape  of  Oithona, 

•JpjkARKNESS   dwells  around    Dunlathmon, 

tae  hill.  The  daughter  of  night  turns  her  eyes 
away  ;  for  she  beholds  the  gi-ief  tliat  is  coming 
the  son  of  Morni  is  on  theplain  ;  but  there  isnc 

ligh-.  conu.  c:ci..  .,r,.^  _    ■    u    ..  :i.c  :,!   Lm.''''The 


but  thou  didst  i.ro;Tiise 
thou  didst  promise  to  lei 
son  of  JVIorni  returned. 


t  Oithona, '  the  virgin  of  the  w 
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Jtrumon,totheinaidof  hislove.  The  tear  was 
Ihv  tbeck  at  his  departure ;  the  sigh  rose  in 

jet'  in  thy  breast .  Bu  t  thou  dost  not  come  to 
_,et  him,  with  songs,  with  the  lightly-trembling 
wund  of  the  harp." 

Such  were  the  weds  of  Gaul,  when  he  came 
to  Daulalhmon's  towers.  The  gates  were  open 
dark.  The  winds  were  blustering  in  the 
„„.  The  trees  strewed  t&e  threshold  with 
l^ves;  and  the  muruiur  of  night  was  abroad. 
Sad  and  silent,  at  a  rock,  the  son  of  Morni  sat : 
his  soul  treipbled  for  the  maid  ;  but  he  knew  not 
wfcither  to  turn  his  course.  The  soji  of  Leth 
stood  at  i  distance,  and  heard  the  winds  in  hia 
bushy  huir.  But  iie  did  not  raise  his  voice,  for 
•  e  saw   bs  sovnw  of  Gaul. 

Sleep  dcsccnt!c-J  on  the  heioes.  The  visions  of 
night  arose  Oi'hona  stood  in  adream,  before 
the  eyes  of  M mi's  son.  Her  uaik  hair  was 
loose  and  disordered :  her  lovely  eye  rolled  in 
,    Blood  stained  he  snowy  arm.    The  robe 

jid  tLe  wound  of  her  breast.    She  stood  o\er 

Uie  chief,  and  her  voice  was  heard. 

"  Jieeps  the  son  of  Morni,  he  that  was  lovely 
„  ..re  eyes  of  Oithunar  Sleeps  Gau'  at  the  dis- 
tant rock,  and.the  daugh.er  of  Nuath  low  f  The 
—'  rolls  round  the  oaik  isle  of  Tromathon ;  I 

in  my  tears  in  the  cave.    Nor  do  I  sit  alone, 

O  Gaul,  the  dark  chfcf  of  Cuthal  is  there.  He 
U  there  in  tne  rage  of  his  love.  And  whi.t  cau 
Oitho.ado;" 

A  rougher  blast  rushed  through  the  oak.  The 
dream  of  night  departed.  Gaul  took  his  aspen 
spear  ;  he  stood  in  the  rage  of  wrath.  Often  did 
his  eyes  turn  to  the  east,  and  accuse  the  l^ging 
light.  At  length  the  raorniugcaniiiorth.  The 
hero  lifted  up  the  .-ail.  The  w  inds  came  rustling 
from  the  hill ;  Rud  he  bounded  on  the  waves  of 
the  deep.     Oa  the  third  day  arose  Tromathon, 
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like  3  blue  sTiield  in  the  midst  of  tiie  ste .  The  ' 
wbite  wave  inared  against  its  rocks;  sad  Oi. 
thoiia  sal  on  the  oast.  She  looked  on  the  roll- 
ing waters,  and  her  tears  descend.  But  when 
she  saw  Gaul  in  his  arms,  she  started  and  turned 
her  eyes  away.  Her  lovely  cheek  is  bent  and 
red;  tier  white  arm  trembles  by  her  side.  Thrice 
she  stros-e  to  fly  from  his  presence ;  but  her  step* 
failed  her  as  she  went. 

«  Daughterof  Nuath,»ssid  the  hern,«  why 
dost  thou  fly  from  Gaul  >  Do  my  eyes  send  fort* 
the  flame  of  death  ?  or  d'.rkens  hatred  m 
goul  ?  Thu'i  art  to  me  the  beam  of  the  east, 
ing  in  a  land  unknown.  But  thou  covercst  _, 
face  with  sadness,  daughterof  high  DunlaUimon! 
Is  the  foe  of  Oithona  near  ?  My  soul  burns  tr 
rieet  him  in  battle.  The  sword  irembles  on  tht 
side  of  Gaul,  and  longs  to  Rlitter  in  his  hand. 
Speak,  daughter  of  Nuath,  dost  thou  not  behold 

"  Car-horne  chief  of  Strumon,"  replied  th« 
sighing  maid,  "  why  comest  thou  over  the 
dark-b'ue  wave  to  Nuath's  mournful  daughter!  ' 
"Why  did  I  not  pass  away  in  secret,  like  the  flow- 
er of  the  rock,  that  lifts  its  fair  head  unseen, 
and  strews  its  withered  leaves  on  the  blast' 
■Why  dids;  thr>u  come,  O  Gaul,  to  hear  my  de. 
par:ing  sigh?  I  pass  away  in  my  youth;  and 
nriy  name  shall  not  be  heard.  Or  it  will  be  heart 
with  sorrow,  and  the  tears  of  Nuath  wiU  fall 
Thou  wilt  be  sad,  son  of  Morni,  for  the  fa!!er 
fame  of  Oithona.  But  she  shall  sleep  ir  ' 
narrow  tomb,  far  from  the  voice  of  the  moi 
Why  didst  thou  come,  chief  of  Strumon,  to  th 
sea-beat  rocks  of  Tromathon  J" 

"  1  came  to  meet  thy  foes,  daughter  o 
borre  Nuath  !  the  death  of  Cuthal's  chief  • 
ensbeforeme;  orMcrni's  sonsh:.llfall  C 
na !  when  Gaul  is  low,  raise  my  tomb  on  tlii 
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ary  lock;  snd  when  the  .dark-bount'iiig  i!ir^ 
■  ■•  pass,  rail  the  sons  of  the  sea;  call  (hcin 
„  ve  this  sword,  that  tlieymziy  cany  it  t* 
dorni's  hal  ;  that  the  Erey.hairetl  hero  may 
easp  to  look  towards  the  desert  for  the  return 
if  his  son." 

««  Atid  shall  the  daughter  of  Nuath  live  ?"  she 
epUedwith  ahursting  sigh.  "Shall  I  li\-e  in 
rroniaUiim,  and  the  son  of  Morni  low  ?  My 
,rt  is  not  of  that  rock  ;  nor  my  soul  careless 
hat  sea,  which  lifts  its  blue  waves  to  every 
id,  and  rolls  beneath  the  storm.  The  blast 
i^biih  <ha!l  lay  thee  low,  shall  spread  the 
Benches  of  Oithona  on  earth  We  shall  wither 
:ogether,  son  of  car-borne  Morni !  the  narrow- 
souse  is  pleasant  tome,  and  ths  grey  stone  of 
■he  dead  :  for  never  irorew  il  I  'e-ve  thy  rocks, 
ica-surn  unded  Tromathon  !  Nighlt  came  on 
with  her  clouds,  after  tbede;  r.rru:  e  of  Lalhmon, 
when  he  went  to  the  "ars  of  his  fathers,  to  the 
^:i  vered  rock  of  Duthornn  th;  night  came 
__  ,  i.d  I  sat  in  t  e  hail,  at  the  beam  ri  the  oak. 
The  wind  was  abroad  in  the  trees.  I  heard  the 
»ound  of  arms.  Joy  rose  in  my  fa<  e ;  for  I 
thoughtof  thy  return.  It  was  thechief  of  Cuthal, 
the  'Cd.haired  strength  of  Dunromm.ath  His 
eyes  rolled  in  fire  :  the  blood  of  my  pcple  was 
on  his  sword.  They  who  defeitded  Oithona  fell 
by  the  gloomy  chief.  What  could  I  do  ?  My 
wm  was  weak;  it  could  not  lift  the  spear.  Ke 
took  nic  in  my  grief  amidst  my  tears  he  raised 
thesEil.  He  feared  the  returning  strength  of 
iathr.ion,  the  brother  of  unhappy  Oithona.  But 
beholu,  he  comes  with  his  people  !  thedarkwave 
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IS  iividsd  before  him !  Whither  wilt  thmi  titr' 
thv  steps,  son  of  Morni  ?  Many  are  the  wan ' 
•fbuniommath!" 

"  My  steps  never  turned  from  battle," 
plied  the  hero  4S  he  unsheathed  his  sword  ;  '  = 
shall  I  hcgin  to  feu.-,  Oiihona,  when  thy  fc^es 
Bear  >.  Go  to  thy  cave,  daughter  of  Nuatli, 
©ur  battle  cease.  Son  of  Leth,  bring  the  how 
our  fathers;  and  the  sounding  q  iver  of  M. 
tet  our  three  warriors  bend  the  yew.  Oursclve 
will  lift  the  spear.  They  are  an  host  on  ih< 
rock  ;  but  our  souls  are  strong." 

The  daughter  of  Nuath  went  to  the  cave;  ; 
troublfd  joy  rose  on  her  mind,  like  the  red  paU 
of  the  lightning  on  a  stormy  tloud.  Her  sou 
was  resolved,  and  the  tear  was  dried  from  he 
wildlv-looking  eye.  DuurommHth  slowly  rip 
proached,  for  he  saw  the  son  of  Murni.  C'Ui 
tempt  contracted  his  face,  a  sniile  is  on  hi.- 
dark-brown  cheek;  his  eye  red  rolled,  half 
tonceriled,  beneath  his  shai^fiy  brows. 

"  Whence  are  trie  sens  of  the  sea:"  begun  thi 
gloomy  chief.     "  Have  the  w.nds  driven  yi     ' 
the  rucks  of  Tromathon  ;  O.-  con.e  you  in  se 
Of  the  white-hdnded  d-.uphte.   of  Nuath  r 
sons  of  tiic  unhappy,  ye  techle  men,  conic  tc 
hand  of  Dunrommath.      Hii  eye  sparts  not 
weak,  and  he  delicr.ts  in  the  'jloc^d  ol  stiaT'.cvs. 
Oitl.oir.i    i3    aV-ail   of   li^ht,  and  the   tbivfof; 
Cutbal  enjoys  it  in   secret:    wouldst  tnou  cj 
on  itsl'.\ili  ,L.  =,  l.kc  K  c..>i:d,  s>:n  ..f  the  fee 
hand?   i  •  nut  Shalt  thou  reli 

tothe': 

«  D  •-  ,"  said  Gaul,  "  red-  : 

haired  lL  ;, ,  feet  we~e  swif 

the  hc;:i   ,   i-    .  '■      i  .ar-borne  Lathu" 

when  the  swoid  oi  M ;.  ni's  son  pursued  his  host  ■ 
in  Morven's  woody  land.  Dunrommath  !  thy 
words  are  migtity,  for  thy  warrior*  gailier  be- 
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hind  thee.  But  do  I  fear  t^em,  son  of  pride  ?  1 
:>•:  of  the  vace  of  the  feeble." 
...„al  -idvnnced  in  his  arms;  Duntommatli 
khrunk.  behind  his  pci.ple.  But  the  spe;<r  of 
Gaui  pjerctd  the  gloomy  chief,  and  his  swo-d 
loppt  1  ii9  his  head,  as  it  bended  in  death  The 
Bonof  MT.i  shook  it  thrice  by  fe  lock;  the 
Warriors  <f  Dunn-mmath  fled  The  arrows  of 
Morven  pursued  them :  ten  fell  on  the  mossy 
rocks.  The  rest  I'O  the  sounding  sail,  and  bound 
ue  ethci^ti!;  Jeep.    Gaul  advanced  rowards 

ave  of  Oithona.    He  beheld  3  youth  ieaning 

against  a  rock.  An  arrow  had  pierced  his  side  : 
and  his  eve  rol'ed  faintly  beneath  his  helmet. 
The  sou!  of  Morni's  son  is  sad,  he  came  and 
spoke  the  words  of  peace 

«  Can  the  hand  of  Gdul  heal  thee,  y -uth  of 
the  mournful  brow?  1  have  searched  for  the 
berbs  of  the  mountains  ;  1  have  gathered  theui 
on  the  secret  banks  of  their  streams.  My  hand 
hasclrsed  the  wound  of  the  valiant,  and  their 
eye.  have  Messed  the  son  of  Morni.  Where 
dwelt  thv fathers,  warrior?  Were  they  of  the 
sons  of  the  mrphty  ?  Sadness  shall  come,  Uke 
night  on  thy  native  streams ;  for  thou  art  fallen 
in  thy  youth." 

"  My  fathers,"  replied  the  stranger,  «  were 
of  the  race  of  the  mighty  ;  but  they  shall  not  be 
sad ,  tor  my  fame  is  departed  like  morning  mist  ; 
HTgh  walls  rise  on  tiie  banks  of  Duvianna;  and 
see  t'eir  mossv  towers  in  the  stream;  a  rock 
a  ,  v' <  behind  them  with  iisbendins  firs.  Thou 
1  behold  it  far  distant.    There  my  brother 

i'  ,  He  is  renowned  in  battle :  give  him 
t:.:;       I'.cring  helmet." 

i  ,:c  iieimet  fell  from  the  hand  of  Gaul ;  for  it 
was  '.he  wounded  Oithona.  She  had  armed  her- 
self in  the  cave,  and  came  in  search  'f  death. 
Her  heavy  eyes  are  half-dcseJj  the  i»l»©4  pours 
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ft-om  h?f  side.   "  Son  of  Morni,"  she  said,  pre.  I 
pare  the  narrow  tomb       Sleep  comes,  like  s  I 
cloud,  on  n-y  soul.    The  eyes  of  Oithona  ar«  I 
dim.    O  had  I  dwelt  at  Duvranna,  in-the  bright  I 
beam  of  my  fame  !  then  had  ray  years  come  ot 
with  joy  ;    and  the  virgins  would  bless  my  steps 
But  I  fall  in  youth,  son  of  Morni,  and  my  fathei 
shall  blush  in  his  hall." 

She  fell  pale  on  the  rock  of  Tromathon 
mournful  hero  raised  her  tomb.  He  cam 
Morven  ;  but  we  saw  the  darkness  of  his  soul 
0<i3iTi  took  the  harp  in  the  praise  of  Oithi-na 
The  brightness  of  the  face  of  Gaul  returned 
But  his  siRh  rose,  at  times,  inthe  mid  t  of  his 
friends,  like  blasts  that  shake  their  unfrequeni 
-<wiues,  after  the  stormy  winds  are  laid. 


Croma: 


THE  ARGUMENT, 

felvina,  thedauphrerof  Toscar,  is  overhead  by 
Ossian  lamenting  the  death  of  Oscar  her  lover» 
Ossian,  to  divert  her  prief,  relates  his  ov/n  ac- 
tions in  au  expedition  which  he  undeitonk,  at 
Fingal's  ccmmand,  to  aid  Crothar  the  petty 
king  of  Croma,  a  conntryin  Ireland,  against 
Rothmarwho  invaded  his  dominions.  Thestory 
is  delivered  down  thus,  in  tradition.  Crothar, 
king  of  Croma,  being  Mind  with  age,  and  his 
son  too  young  for  the  field,  Rothmar,  the  chief 
cfTronilo,  resolved  to  avail  himself  of  the 
opportunity  offered  of  annexing  the  dominions 
of  Crothar  to  his  own  He  accordingly  march- 
ed into  the  country  subject  to  Crothar,  but 
which  he  held  of  Arth  or  Artho,  who  was  at 
the  time  «upreme  king  of  Ireland. 
Crothar  beinp,  on  account  of  his  age  and  blind- 
ness, unfit  for  cctiin,  sent  for  aid  to  Fingal 
king  of  Scotland;  who  ordered  his  son  Ossian 
to  the  relief  of  Crothar.  But  before  his  anival, 
Fovai.jTormo,  the  son  of  Crothar,  attacking 
Rotkmar,  w»s  slain  himself,  and  his  forcet 


leriiies.  Ossian  returned  to  Suitlard. 

IT  «•:  s  tbe  V  'ke  cf  ray  love  !   f^-w 
3  of  Malvin. 


sou'-.  Wii  e;  ,'>•.  tl.oi:  Lnn-,  O  b'.HSt,  fic.m  II 
dark-ro.ling  vs  ihe  Lak  f  '1  hy  .  iistlini;  wing  w 
in  the  trees,  the  drcn-r.  .f  Ma'.vina  departe 
But  she  behead  her  love,  when  hii  lobeiv  nii 
flew  on  the  wind;  theb-am  ..f  ihe  sun  »  as  ( 
his  ski-ts,  iheTRliiterfd  like  the  gold  if  tl 
stransxer.  It  was  the  voice  of  my  love  1  few  a 
his  visits  to  my  dreams  ! 

"  But  thou  dwellest  in  the  soul  of  Malvin 
son  of  mighty  Ossian.  My  sighs  a'-;se  with  t] 
beam  of  the  east;  my  tears  descend  vitii  t 
drops  of  night.  I  was  a  lovely  tree,  in  l.  p; 
sence,  Oscar,  with  all  my  branches  re  i'  :  i 
but  thy  death  came  like  a  blast  from  'J.c  ;■.>: 
and  laid  my  green  head  low;  tie  spring  .■  .lui 
w-ith  its  showers,  but  no  leaf  of  mine  ..ros;.  T. 
virgjiis  saw  me  silentin  the  hall,  and  they  tour- 
ed the  harp  of  joy.  The  tear  was  on  the  chc 
of  Malvina:  the  virgins  beiield  me  in  my  p;ri( 
Why  art  thou  sad,  iliey  said  ;  thou  first  of  i 
tnaids  of  Lutha?  Was  he  lovely  as  the  beam  . 
the  morning;  and  stately  in  thy  sight !" 

Pleasant  is  thy  song  in  Ossign's  ear,  daught 

cf  streamy  Lulha!   Thou  hast  heard  the  

of  departed  bards  in  the  dream  of  thy  rest, 
sleep  fell  on  thine  eyes,  at  the  mnrmur  of  M 
ruth.  When  thou  didst  return  from  the  chas 
in  tUc  day  of  the  sue,  tiiou  kast  lissrd  whc  aius 
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[the  bards,  and  thy  song  is  lovely.  It  is  lovej. 
O  Malvina,  but  it  melts  the  5oul.  There  is  a 
in  grief  when  peace  dwells  in  the  breast  of 
jsad.  But  sorrow  wastes  the  mournful,  O 
uthtcr  I  f  iv.3c.ar.  and  their  davs  are  few.   They 

ly,  l.ke  t  he  fiiiu  er  on  which  the  sun  looks 

ivngt.*-.  alter  ihe  mildew  has  passed  over 
and  it.;  head  is  hea\7  with  the  dn)ps  of  night. 
tend  to  the  talc  of  Ossian,  O  maid  ;  he  re- 
anbcrs  the  days  of  his  youth. 
The  kingcomnianded;  I  raised  my  sails,  and 
shed  into  the  bay  of  Croma :  into  Croma's 
ahding  bav  in  l>ively  Innis-faili;.  High  on  the 
ast  arose  the  lowers  of  CroLhar,  kingof  spears  ; 
•othar  renowned  in  the  battles  of  his  youth; 
t  age  dwelt  then  around  the  chief.  Rothmar 
ised  the  sword  against  the  hero ;  and  the  wratJi 
Finral  burned.  He  sent  Ossian  to  meet  Roth. 
ar  m  battie,  for  the  chief  of  Croma  was  the 
impanion  of  his  youth.  1  sent  the  bard  before 
e  wiih  songs  ;  \  ci-me  into  the  hail  of  Crothar. 
here  sat  the  hero  amidst  the  arms  of  his  fa- 
lers.but  his  eves  h;-.d  failed.  His  grey  locks 
avcd  around  a  staff,  on  which  the  warrior 
aoed.  He  nun.r;-.cd  the  song  of  other  times, 
)hen  the  sound  of  our  arms  reached  his  cars, 
•othar  rose,  stretched  his  aged  hand,  and  blessed 
e  son  of  Fmgai.     , 

iian,"  said  the  hero,  "the  strength  of 

r'sarm  has  failed.     O  could  I  lift  the 

vord,  as  on  the  day  that  Fingal  fought  at 
--■-i!   He  was  the  first  of  mortal  menj  but 

r    had    also     his    fame.      The   king  of 
Ic/rvcn  praised  me,  and  he  placed  on  my  arm 


a:s<f3il,  cue  of  the  ancient  n 
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the  bossy  shield  of  C-Uhar,  whom  the  he 
had  slain  in  w;ir.  Dost  thou  not  behold  it  < 
the  wall,  for  Crothar's  eyes  have  failed!  Is  tl 
strength,  liice  thy  father's,  Ossiaa?  let  the  ag 
feel  Uiine  arm." 

1  gave  my  arm  to  the  king;  he  feels  it  wii 
kis  aged  hands.  The  sigh  rose  in  his  brea; 
and  his  tears  descended.  "  Thou  art  strong,  a  * 
son,"  he  said,  «  but  not  like  the  king  of  Morve 
But  who  is  like  that  hero  among  the  m-ghty 
war!  Let  the  feast  of  my  halls  be  spread;  - 
let  my  D^rds  raise  the  song.  G  e»t  is  he  tfc 
within  my-walls,  sons  of  echoing  Croma  '" 
feast  is  spread.  The  harp  is  heard :  ar.tf  i 
in  the  hall.  But  it  was  joy  coveiing  a  s..t;f , 
4urkli  dwelt  in  every  breast.  It  was  hk,_  ^ 
faint  beam  of  the  moon,  spread  on  a  cloud  , 
heaven.  At  length  the  music  ceased,  ar  '  ' 
aged  king  of  Croma  spoke;  he  spoke  wil 
tsar,  but  the  sigh  swelled  iu  the  midst  of  1 

"  Son  of  Fing-al !   dost  thou   n'ot  behold  t 
flarkaess  of  Crolhar's  hall  of  shells?  My  sc 
was  not  dark  at  the  least,  when  mv  peope  live 
X  rejoiced  in  the  presence  of  stranger?,  wh 
son  shone  in  the  hall.     But,  Ossian,  he  is  ; 
that  Is  departed,  and  left  no  streak  of  light  t 
He  is  fallen,  son  of  F-n-al,  in  ihe  battle; 
father      Rothnutr,  the  Lhicf  of  gi-assy  Trom 
heard  that  my  eyes  had  faUcri ;  he  heard  tl 
aiy  L;rms  were  fixed  in  the  liall,  and  the  pri 
of  liis  soul  arose.    He  came  towards  Croma  ;  i 
people  fell  before  him.    I  took  my  arms  in  t 
hall ;  but  what  could  sightless  Crothar  do  ?  ,A 
steps   were    unequal ;  my   grief  was   great.     I 
wished  for   ti;e  days  that  were  past      Day»| 
wherein  t  fought ;  and  conquered  in  the  field  J 
blood.      My  »on  returned  from  the  Cuise  :    til 
fakoliaiied  Fovacgoimo.    He  bad  not  lifted ! v 
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word  in  battle,  for  his  si-.n  was  young.  But  the 
oul  of  the  youth  was  great ;  the  fire  of  valour 
umt  ill  his  eyes.  He  saw  the  disordered  steps 
f  his  faiher,  and  his  sigh  arose.  "  King  of 
"  he  said,"  is  it  because  thou  hast  no 
jn ;  IS  it  for  the  weakness  of  Fo\ar-g<irmo's 
rm  that  thy  sighs  arise  >.  I  begin,  my  father,  to 
*lthestrengthof  my  arm;  I  have  drawn  the 
i»rord  of  my  youth ;    and  I  have  bent  the  bow. 

meet  this  Rothmar,  wiih  the  youths  of 

:  lei  me  meet  him,  O  my  father;  for  I 
;elmy  burning  so'.l!" 

"  And  thou  shalt  meet  him,"  I  said,  "  son  o£ 
ic  sightless  Crothar !  But  let  others  advance 
sfore  thee,  Uiat  I  nv.y  hear  the  tread  of  thy 
!et  at  thy  return  ;  for  my  eyes  behold  thee  not, 
ur.haired  Fovar-gormo  !  He  went,  he  met  the 
K ;  he  fell.  The  foe  advances  towards  Croma, 
le  who  slew  my  jon  is  near,  with  all  his  point- 
dspea-s." 

It  is  not  time  to  fiU  the  shell,  I  replied,  and 

Xk  my  spear.     My  people  saw  the  fire  of  my 

yes,  and  they  rose  around  .    All  night  we  ^trcde 

;ong  the  heath.    Grey  morning  rose  in  the  east. 

.  erten  narrow  vale  appeared  before  us ;   nor 

,ii  it  uant  its  blue  stream.     The  dark  host  of 

:!-.eon  its  banks,  with  all  their  glit- 

;.     %Vc  fought  along  the  vale;  they 

:  mar  sank  beneath  my  sword.     Day 

,-i^ei;ded  in  the  west  when  1  brought 

;  t'   Crothar.    The  aged  hero  felt  them 

ith  his  hands  ;  and  joy  brishtened  in  his  soul. 

;j  The  people  gather  to  the  hail;  the  sound  of 

•2  fe  shells  is  heard.    Ten  harps  are  strung;  five 

,1  irds  advance,  and  sing  by  turnst,  the  praise  of 


52 

Ossian ;  they  poured,  forth  there  burning  soul 
and  the  harp  answered  to  their  voice.  The  jo 
cf  Croma  was  great :  for  peace  returned  t(-  '" 


it  is  this.    Five 
house  of  a  chR  > , 

The  night  happened  lu  be  ime  i;i  Octote;,  ;>^  j  " 
pears  fiom  the  poem;  and,  in  the  noilh  ot  bc^ 
land,  it  has  all  that  variety  which  the  bai 
ascribe  to  it  in  their  descriptions. 

FIRST  BARD. 

NIGHT  is  dull  and  dark.     I'he  cleuds  rest  , 

the  hills.    No  star  wiUi  green  Irembling  beai 

in  the  wood;  ''  '-  j  i  -i"  ■  'i  ::•'  fi '■  1 
stream  of  the  v:'.  .  '     '     --  :;     i-n 

of  the  dead  the        ,  ^^  '-.-'• 

see  a  dim  form  ■-•i  i^  ^  /  ^i:  ;  Ji  ■-;  ?■  "=  ;  '^t 
fades--it  fl£s.  Soir.=  fane-.al  shall  pass  laisv. : 
the  meteor  niarki  the  path. 

The  distant  d;>g  is  howling  from  the  b'; 
the  hi'.l.    The  stag  lies  on  the  mountain  nv 

the  hind  is  at  his  side.     She  hears  tlie  viiv. 

bis  branchy  horns.    She  starts,  but  lies  sga.n 
Theroe  is  in  the  ciift  of  the  rock  ;  the  ht-: 

cock's  head  is  bsueaUi  his  wing.    No  bean, 
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The  night  came  oh  With  silence,  anil  the 
i'l^  returncil  with  joy.    No   foe  came   in 


Sho 
jill. 

Dark,  panting,  trembling,  sad,  the  travtUer  has 
-'■•--  '•'• — ^^j^'h  shrubs,  through  thorns, 

girf;'iiig  ril!.     H.  >ir3  thi 

He  Tears  the  ghr.' cf  uight. 

jrhe  oIJ  tree  groans  to  the  blast ;  tne  falling 
|>rsncb  resounds.  The  wind  drives  the  withered 
urs,  clung  together,  along  the  grass.  It  is  the 
ight  Iread  of  a  ghost !  He  trembles  amidst  the 
ight.. 

Dark,  dusky,  howlingisnight!  cloudy,  windy, 
md  full  of  ghosts  I  Ihe  dead  are  abroad  i  Mj 
(ricnds,  receive  me  from  the  night. 

SECOND  BARD. 
The  wind  is  up.  The  shower  descend*. 
The  spirit  of  the  mountain  shrieks.  Woods 
feU  from  high.  Windows  fiap.  Ths  growing 
river  voars.  The  traveller  attempts  the  ford. 
Mark,  that  shriek!  he  dies!— The  storm  drives 
the  horse  from  the  hill,  the  goat,  the  lowing 
cow.  They  tremble,  as  drives  the  shower,  be- 
side the  mouldering  b:  ' 
™    ■      •  sfn 

eca. 

fills  the  chinks  witl 
Loud  roar  two  mountH'.n-streams   which   meet 

— ,  —  the  side  of  a  hill,  the  wandering  shep- 
herd sits.  The  tree  resouuas  above  him.  The 
ttreani  roars  down  the  rock.  He  waits  for  the 
rising  moon  to  guide  liini  to  his  home. 

Vel.  II,  C 
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with  his  glittering  spear.    The  joy  c 
is  great ;  for  the  gloomy  Rothruar  wa 


Ghosts  ride  on  the  storr".  to-night, 
theii  VI)  ce  between  the  squalls  ot  wine 
tongs  are  of  other  worlds. 
The  rain  is  past.  The  dry  wind  blows.  Streair 
roar,  and  windows  flap.  Cold  drops  fall  froi 
the  roof.  I  seethe  starry  sky.  But  the  show* 
gathers  again.  The  west  is  gloomy  and  dp-' 
Night  is  stormy  and  dismal.  Receive  me, 
friends,  from  night. 

THIRD  BARD. 

The  wind  still  sounds  between  the  hills ; 
whistles  through  the  grass  of  i  he  rotk.  The  fi 
fall  from  their  place.  The  turfy  hut  is  torn.  Tl 
clouds,  divided,  flv  over  the  sky,  and  shew  tl 
burning  stars.  The  meteor,  token  of  death 
flies  sparkling  through  the  gloom.  It  rests  c 
the  hill.  I  see  the  withered  fern,  the  darl 
fcrowed  rock,  the  fallen  oak.  Who  is  that  : 
his  shioud  beneath  the  tree,  by  the  stream  > 

The  Wives  dark-tumble  on  the  lake,  and  las 

its  rocky  sides.    The  boat  isbrimful  in  tjie 

the  oars  on  the  rocking  tide.     A  maid  si 
beside  the  rock,  and  eyes   the  rolling  s 
Her  lover  pronused  to  come.    She  saw  his  boa. 
vhenyetit  was  light,  on  the  lake.     Is  thi'    »> 
b  ')ken  boat  on  the  shore  ?  Are  these  his  g 
on  the  wind!  ^ 

Ha-k  !  the  hail"  rattles    around.    The    fl4 

gnow  descends.    The  tops  of  the  hills  ar '■*' 

The  stormy  winds  abate.     Various  is  t: 
and  cold.   Receive  me,  my  friends,  from  w 
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dice  for  Fovar-gormo,  when  they 
a  earth.    The  aged  Crothai  was 


FOURTH  BARD. 
Night  is  calm  and  fair;  blue,  starry,  settled 
flight.  The  winds,  with  the  clouds  are  gone, 
hey  sink  behind  the  hill.  The  moon  is  up  on 
,e  mountain.  Trees  glitter :  streams  shine  tfn 
.e  rock.  Blight  rolls  the  settled  lake;  bright 
-i  stream  of  the  vale. 

[  see  the  trees  overturned  ;  the  shocks  of  corn 
the  plain.  The  wakeful  hind  rebuilds  the 
3Cks,  and  whistles  on  the  distant  field. 
Calm,  settled,  fair  is  night!  Who  comes  from 
ce  of  the  dead  !  That  form  with  the  robe 
»' ;  white  arms  ajid  dark-brown  hair!  It 
daughter  of  the  thief  of  the  people;  she 
jatl.itely  fell !  Come,  let  us  view  thee,  Omaid  ! 
lou  th?t  hast  been  the  delight  of  heroes  !  The 
ast  diives  the  phantom  away  ;  white,  without 

The  breezes  drive  the  blue  mist,  slowly,  over 
le  narrow  vale.  It  rises  on  the  hill,  and  joins 
I  head  tc  heaven.  Night  is  settled,  cahn,  blue, 
fany,  brigM  v  ith  the  moon.  Receive  cie  nut, 
ly  frien  i  s,for  lovely  is  the  night ! 

FIFTH  BARD. 

Night  is  ciini,  but  drejr  .  The  moon  is  ^n  a 
;loud  in  ihr  west  :    Slow  n.()\es  that  pnlc  beam 

long  the  fhadcd  hill.  The  distant  wave  is  heard. 
l"he  tiT'eiit  murmurs  on  the  rock.  The  cock  is 
leard  from  the  booth .  More  than  half  the  night 
|s  past.  The  house-wife,  groping  in  the  gloom, 
|!Bkindles  the  settled  fire.  The  hunter  thinks 
■  ly  approaches,  and  calls  his  boundiKg  dogs. 
He  ascjuds  the  hill  and  whistles  on  his  way.    A 
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as  not  heard.    He  fearchi 
ii  Son,  and  found  it  in  h 


blast  removes  the  cloud.  He  sees  the  stan 
lilough  of  the  north.  Much  of  the  night  is  j 
pass.     He  nods  by  the  niosiiy  rock. 

Hark!  the  «-hi;lwind  is  in  the  wood:  A  lo 
•hurmur  in  the  vale!  It  is  the  ijiighty  army  > 
the  dead  returnir.g  from  the  air. 

The  moon  rests  behind  the  hill.  The  beam 
Still  on  that  lofty  rock.  Long  are  tlie  shadov 
•f  the  trees.  Now  it  is  dark  over  all.  Night 
•Ireary,  silent,  and  dark.  Receive  me,  in 
friends,  from  night. 

THE  CHIEF. 
Let  clouds  rest  on  the  hills  :  spirits  fly  ar 
travellers  fear.  Let  the  winds  of  the  woods  aris- 
the  sounding  storms  descend.  Roar  stream 
4nd  windows  flap,  and  pcreen.winged  meteora  fi\ 
rise  the  pale  m(X)n  fioin  behind  her  hills,  or  ii 
tlose  her  head  in  clouds  ;  night  is  alike  to  m.' 
blue,  stotmy,  or  gloomy  the  sky.  Night  fli<  i 
before  the  beam  when  it  is  poured  on  the  hil 
The  young  day  returns  from  his  clouds,  but  w 

Where  are  our  chiefs  of  old?  Where  our  kiiv 
ef  mightv  name  ?  The  fields  of  their  battles  si 
siilent.  Scarce  their  mossy  tombs  remain.  'VS 
shall  also  be  forgot.  This  lofty  house  shall  fal 
Our  sons  shall  not  behold  the  ruins  in  gras! 
They  shall  ask  of  the  aged,  «  Where  stood  th 
*aUs  of  our  fathers?" 

Raise  the  song,  and  strike  the  harp !  sen 
round  the  shells  of  joy.  Suspend  a  hundre 
tapers  on  high.  Youths  and  maids  begin  th 
Anw.   Let  iOtaie  grey  terd  be  near  we  to  te 
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.    ]ov  rose  in  t.\e  face  of  the  aged.    He 
niid  JDckc  to  Ossian. 

inp;oi  spears!"  lie  said,"  my  3on  has  nat 
alien  without  his  fame.  The  young  warrior 
"  not  fiy;  but  met  death  as  he  went  foiward 
his  strength,  flappy  are  they  who  die  in 
_  111),  when  their  renown  is  heard  !  The  feeble 
rill  not  behold  them  in  the  hatl ;  or  imile  at 
heir  treniblins  hnn.is.  Their  memory  shall  be 
lonuured  in  the  song;  tlie  young  tear  of  the 
irg^n  falls.  But  the  aged  wither  away,  by 
egrees,  and  the  fame  of  their  youth  begins  tir 
-forcot  They  fail  in  srt  ret;  thesigh  of  their 
a  is  nut  hear.!.  Joy  is  around  their  tomb;  an4 
e  stone  of  their  fame  is  placed  without  a  tear, 
lappy  are  they  who  die  i»  youth,  when  titir 
u  i»  aruaudthem  !" 


,e  deeds  of  other  times ;  orijiBSs  renowned  is 
•  d,  of  chiefs  we  behold  no  mete.  Thui 
.;t  the  night  pass,  un;il  morning  shall  appear  in 


Berrathon : 


THE   ARGUMENT. 

Fingal  in  his  voyage  to  Lochl-n,  wbither  he 
been  invited  by  Starno,  the  father  of  Ag 
decca,  touched    at  Berrathon,  an '  island 
Scandinavia,  where  he  was  kindly  entertai 
by  Larlhnior,  the  petty  king  of  the  p!ace,v  . 
was  a  vaisal  of  the  supreme  kings  of  Loch 
The  hospitality  of  Larlhnior  gained  him  * 
gal's    friendship,    which    that     hero    r 
fested, after  the  imprisonment  of  Laithm 
kis  own  son,  by  sending  Ossian  and   Too 
the  father  of  Mai vina,  so  often  mentioncti 
rescue  Larthmor,  and  to  punish  the  unnat 
behaviour'  of  Utha!.      Uthal  » as    handsc 
and  much  admired  by  the  ladies.  Nina-lht  , 
the  beautiful  daughter  of  Torthoma,  a  ne 
bouring  prince,  fell  in  love  and  fled  with  1 1. 
He    proved    inconstant;  for    another    I.,. 
whose  name  is  not   mentioned,    gaining  i 
affections,  he  confined  Nina-thoma  to  a  d<  ^ 
island  near  the  coast  of  Berrathon.    She  ,i 
relieved  by  Ossian,  who,    in  company  i  i 
■Xossar,  landing  on  Berrathon,  defeated  ! 
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fetcrs  of  Uth?.I,  and  killed  him  in  a  siH^e 
combat.  Nina-thoma,  whose  love  not  all  the 
bad  behaviour  of  Uthal  could  erase,  hearing  of 
his  death,  died  of  grief.  In  the  me.in  time, 
Larthnior  is  restored,  and  Ossian  and  Toscar 
returned  in  triumph  to  Fiagal.  The  present 
poem  opens  with  an  eleg>'  on  the  death  of 
Malvina,  the  daughter  of  Toscar,  and  close* 
with  the  presages  of  the  poet's  deatii. 

BEND  thy  blue  course,  Ostream,  roundHic 
narrow  plain  of  Lutha.  Let  the  tnea 
wijods  hang  over  it  from  their  mountains  :  and 
"•--  in  look  on  it  at  noon.  The  thistle  is  there 
rock;  and  shakes  its  beard  to  the  wind. 
The  flower  han^s  its  heavy  head,  waving  at 
times,  to  the  gale.  "  Why  dost  thou  awake 
me,  O^Ie?"it  seems  to  say;  "  1  am  covere* 
with  the  drops  of  heaven.  The  time  of  n.y 
fading  is  near,  and  the  blast  that  shall  scatter 
my  leaves.  To-morrow  shall  the  traveller  conic, 
hetbat  saw  me  in  my  heauty  shall  erne  :  his 
65  es  will  search  the  field,  but  they  will  not  &n4 
me  I  so  shall  they  sea;  ch  in  vain  for  the  voice  of 
Cona,  afier  it  has  failed  in  the  field.  The  hun- 
"■-^  shall  come  forth  in  the  morning,  and  th« 
Ice  of  my  hirp  shall  not  be  he.ird.  «  vvhe.« 
is  the  son  of  car-borne  Fingal  ?"  The  tear  wiU 
be  on  his  cheek.  Then  come  thou,  O  Malvin... 
with  all  thy  music,  come ;  lay  Ossian  in  th; 
plain  cf  Lutha:  let  his  tomb  rise  in  the  loveif 
field. 

Malvina!  where  art  thou  with  thy  songs  :  wit* 
the  soft  sound  of  thy  steps!  Son  of  Alpin  art 
thou  near  >.  where  is  the  daughter  of  Toscar  ? 
"  I  passed,  Oson  of  Fingal,  by  Tarlutha's  mos  y 
walls.  Thesmokeof  the  hall  was  ceased  :  silenc« 
was  among  the  trees  of  the  hill.  The  vice  af 
lite  ib'.ise  w<ts  over.    I  saw  Lhe  daughters  of  Lbe 


kaw.    I  asked  about  Malvinn,  but  they  snsn 

»iOt.  They  turned  their  faces  away  :  thni  dark 
ncss  covered  their  beauty.  They  were  '.ike  star 
on  a  rainy  hill,  by  night,  each  looking  faintly 
through  her  mist." 

Pieasantll  ^  thy  rest,  O  lovely  beam !  scoi 
hast  thou  set  on  our  hills  1  The  steps  of  thy  de 
perture  were  stalely,  like  the  moon  on  the  blm 
tren-.bling  wave.  But  thou  hast  left  us  in  dark 
ness,  first  of  the  iraids  of  Lutha  !  We  sit,  at  th. 
rock,  and  there  is  no  voice ;  no  light  but  thi 
metciir  of  fire !  Soon  hast  thou  set,  Malvina 
daughter  of  generous  Toscar !  But  thou 
lite  the  be:im  of  the  east,  among  the  spir 
thy  friends,  where  they  sit  in  their  stormy  halls 
<he  chambers  of  the  thunder.  A  cloud  hover 
•ver  Cona  :  its  blue  curing  sides  are  high. '  Tb 
winds  are  beneath  it  with  their  wing-  ;  withJi 
it  is  the  dwelling  off  Fingal.  There  the  her 
.sits  in  da'kness;  his  airy  spear  is  in  his  hand 
His  shield,  half-covered  with  clouds,  is  lik"  "- 
darkened  moon  ;  when  one  half  still  rcma 
•fce  wave,  and  the  other  looks  sickly  on  ihe 


tj  Ossian  speaks.  He  calls  Malvina  a  beanie 
light,  and  continues  the  metaphor  throughoi) 
the  par.igi-aph. 

f  The  description  of  tliis  ideal  palate  of  Finga  I 
is  vcr^-  poetical,  and  agieeable  to  the  notions  o  ( 
those  times,  cor.ceruingthe  state  of  thedeccased  , 
who  were  supposed  to  pursue,  after  death,  th 
pleasuies  and  employments  of  their  former  life 
The  situation  of  Ossian's  heroes,  in  their  sepr. 
Tile  state,  if  not  entirely  happy,  is  more  agree 
ab'.e  Uian  the  notions  of  the  ancient  (Jrcck 
•oncerning  their  departed  heroes.      Sec  Hoir 


6.1 

s  frienrts«it  voiiiid  tlie  kin",  on  mist ;  ar,* 
the  EoiiBS  of  UMin  :  he  sirike?  lie  haH- 
less  l.arp  ;  and  raises  the  feeble  voice.  1  he 
r  heroes,  with  a  thousand  meteors,  !iphf.hc 
ilry  hall.  Mavina  rises,  in  the  midst ;  a  blush 
S  «n  her  dicek.  She  beholds  the  unknown 
acc3  of  her  fathers,  and  turns  aside  her  humid 
«'  Art  thou  come  so  soon,"  said  Fingal, 
■Bhter  of  generous  Toscar  ?  Sadness  dwells 
in  the  halls  of  Lutha.  My  aged  sonf  is  sad.  I 
tear  the  breeze  of  Cona,  that  -.vas  wont  to  lilt 
thy  heavy  Ico.s.     It  conies  to  th:-  hall,  but  th-u 


»rt  n 

f '! 


11   1 


-ky.west,  sujjport- 
.mi  :  he  bends  lor- 


s,  "  O  lovely  light  of  Lutha!  But  Ihou  werl 
!,  my  daughter,  lor  thy  fricds  were  passed 
ay.    Tht  sous  of  little  menH  were    in  the 


iho  had  a  great  friendship  for  Mal- 


ct,  call*  those  who 


;  after  ibe  dtath  ul  Finest  and  ail  bis 
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kali ;  and  none  remained   of  the  heroes,    hv 
Oosian,  kings  of  spears." 

And  dust  thou  i emeniber,  Ossian,  car-born 
Toscar  son  of  Conh'fh?  The  battles  <■ 
^outh  uere  many;  ou-  SAOnIs  vient  t  gc.h« 
to  the  fitM.  They  s?.w  us  coming  like  tw  o  fal 
ing  rocks;  ur..1  the  sons  of  the  slranper  Het 
«'  Theic  c.;me  the  uarri.is  <,fCcna,"  thev  said 
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maids,     lie  bound  the  aged  I.arthmor,  and  < 
in  his  soundirg  halls. 

Long  pined  tiie  king  in  his  cave,  bcs-de  hi 
rolling  sea.  M  rning  did  not  conie  to  his  d weU 
ins;:  nor  ihe  bu;ning  oak  by  night.  Hut  tb 
wind  of  ocean  wastheie,  and  ihc  parting  bcss* 


heroes;  hut  it  appears  from  (hat  term  of  ifiuu. 
niiny  just  mentioned,  that  the  actions  of  theii 
successors  were  not  to  be  cgnipared  to  thosr  - 
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of  the  moon.  The  r£d  star  looked  en  the  kioj 
when  it  trembled  on  the  western  wave.  Snitho 
came  to  Selma's  hall:  Snilh  ,  t.impanion  of 
Larthii.or's  youth.  He  told  ol  .he  king  of  Ber- 
rathon  :  the  wrath  of  Fingal  rose.  Thrice  he 
assumed  the  spear,  resolved  to  stretch  his  hand 
to  Uthal.  But  the  memory  of  his  actions  rose 
before  the  king,  5nd  he  sent  his  son  and  I'oscar. 
Our  joy  was  great  on  the  roiling  sea;  and  wc 
often  half-unsheathed  our  swords.  For  never  be- 
fore had  we  fought  alone  in  the  battles  of  the 

Night  came  down  on  the  ocean;  the  winds 
diparted  on  their  wings.  Cold  and  pale  is  the 
moon..  The  red  stars  lift  their  heads.  Our 
course  is  slow  along  the  coast  of  Berrathon  ;  the 
white  waves  tumble  on  the  rocks.  "  What 
»oice  is  itat,"  said  Toscar,  "  which  comes  be. 
tween  the  sounds  of  the  waves »  It  is  soft  but 
mournful,  like  the  voice  of  departed  bards.  But 
1  behold  tha  maid,  she  sits  on  the  rock  alone. 
Her  head  bends  on  her  arm  of  ?now  :  her  dark 
hair  is  in  the  wind.  Hear,  son  of  Fingal,  her 
song,  it  is  smooth  as  the  gliding  waters  of  La- 
vath."    Vr'e  came  to  the  silent  bay,  and  heard 

,   the  maid  of  night. 

"  Hnv  long  will  ye  roll  around  me,  b'.ue- 
tumbling  waters  of  ocean  ?  .My  dwelling  was  n:'t 

1  Biways  in  the  caves,  nor  beneath  the  wfitling 
tree.  The  feast  wa3  spread  in  Torthoma's  hali  ; 
my  father  dclirhed  in  my  voice.     The  youths 

-  beheld  me  in  the  stepsof  my  loveliness,  and  they 
blessed  the  dark-haired  Nina-lhoma.  It  wa? 
then  thou  didit  come,  O  Utha; !  like  the  sun  of 
heaven.  The  souls  of  the  virgins  are  thine,  son 
of  generous  La  thmor?  But  wny  dost  thoa  lea\e 
nie  alone  in  the  midst  of  roaring  watess?  Was 
n-.y  soul  dark  v/iih  thy  dea't?  O.d  iny  while 
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Vsn    tia  the  sword?  Why  then  ha«t  thou  \eH 
,^cali>ne,  king  of  high  Finthormor" 

The  tear  started  from  my  eye  when  I  heard 
t  he  voice  of  the  maid.  I  stood  before  her  in  my 
arms,  and  epoke  the  words  of  peace.  "  I,nvc' ■ 
livelier  of  the  cave,  what  sigh  is  in  that  brea<; 
Shall  Ossian  lift  his  sword  in  thy  presence,  tl 
ticstrucion  of  thy  foes!  Daughter  of  Ti.rthom.a, 
rise,  I  have  heard  t.'.e  words  of  thy  grief.  The 
rzce  of  Morven  are  around  thee,  who  never  ' 
juied  the  weak.  Come  to  our  dark-b<jsoi 
ship,  thi:u  brighter  ihr.n  !hat  setting  niocn. 
^urse  is  to  the  rocky  Kerrathon,  to  the  cchi  .„ 
walls  of  Finthormo."  She  came  in  her  beauty, 
she  came  with  all  her  lovely  steps.  Silent  joy 
b.-if;htened  in  her  face,  as  when  the  shadows  "" 
from  the  field  •{  spring ;  the  blue  strean 
rolling  in  brightness,  and  the  g.eeu  bush  bi;ud» 

The  morning  rose  wi^h  its  beams.     We  came 
to  Rothma's  bay.      A  boar   rushed  from    the 
wood  ;   my  spear  pierced  his  side.     I  rejoiced 
ove-  the  blood  f,  anil  foresaw  my  growing  fame. 
But  cow  the  sound  of  Utha's  train  came  from 
fUe  high  Finthornvo  ;  they  spread  over  tne  hcatU 
to  the  chase  of  the  boar.    Himself  comes  slowly 
cn,  in  the  pride  of  hi3  strength.     He  lifts  t' 
pointed  spears.     On  his  side  is  the  hero's  swo 
Three   youths  carry  his    polished   bows:    t 
bounding  of  five  dogs  is  before  him.    His  war 


■^  Ojsian  thought  that  his  killing  the  boar, 
thefi.s;  landing  in  Bcrrathon,  was  a  ri'<<1  cin 
of  his  future  success  in  that  island.  The  .jresi 
Ilighianders  look,  with  a  degree  of  suveistiti' 
uiion  the  success  of  their  first  action,  rfler  ihcf  , 
K.ive  enga-ed  in  any  desperate  uadcriasins. 


es 

Ire  rnpre  on  at  a  distance,  admiring  fhs  step?  of 
the  king.  SUitely  was  the  scin  of  I.arth  nor  !  but 
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iHK'n,  when  it  fortcUsthe  stnrm-'. 

:  rose  on  ttie  heath  betorc  the  king;  he 
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Tw      dr,.    »>c    :c.ii.-:n.u    o,i    oic    u.ast.       ThC 

heroes  of  Jiii.-.ati.mi  convened.  \Vc  brou 
Lurthmor  to  his  halls.  i!ie  feast  of  aheP.s 
sp;i:iid.    'I'ht  joy  of  Lhe  a2.d\visg.eat  i  hcluok- 
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cd  to  the  arms  of  his  fathers:  the  arms  which 
te  left  in  his  hail,  when  the  pride  of  Uihal  arose. 
^\'e  "-e.e  renowned  before  Liithmor,  and  he 
blessed  the  chiefs  of  Morvcn  ;  but  he  knew  not 
that  his  son  vias  low,  the  stately  strerjgih  of 
Uthnl.  They  had  to'.d  that  he  had  retired  to  the 
woi  ds,  with  the  tears  of  grief  ;  they  had  told  it, 
but  he  was  silent  in  the  to.r.b  of  Rothma's  heath. 
On  the  fourth  day  we  raised  our  sails  lo  the 
roar  of  the  northern  wind.  L^rtlinior  came  to 
the  coast,  and  his  bards  raised  the  song.  The 
■  joy  of  the  king  was  great.  He  l.K,ked  to  Roth, 
lua's  gloomy  heath  j  he  saw  the  lonib  of  his  son  ; 
,and  the  memory  of  Uiual  rose.  "  Who  cf  my 
heroes,"  be  said,  "lies  there?  He  seen-.s  t« 
hate  been  of  the  king  of  spears.  Was  he  renown- 
ed in  my  halls,  before  the  price  of  Uthal  rose? 
Ye  are  silent,  sons  of  Berrathon,  is  the  king  of 
heroes  low'  My  heart  melts  for  thee,  O  Uthal ! 
though  thy  hand  was  aga'nst  thy  fa-her  !  O  that 
J  had  :emaii;ed  :n  the  cave!  that  my  sun  had 
dwelt  in  Finthormo !  I  migiit  have  heard  th« 
tread  of  Lis  feet,  when  he  went  to  the  chase  of 
the  boar.  I  might  have  heard  his  voice  in  the 
blast  of  my  cave.  Then  would  inv  soiil  be  glad : 
but  now  darkness  dwells  in  my  hai;s."  .  t" 
Such  were  my  deeds,  son  of  A'.pin,  w-^ien  the 

tjons  of  toscar,  the  car-b;,rne  son  of  Cinloch. 
But  Toscir  is  on  his  liyingclijud  ;  and  lam  alone 
at  Lutha  :  my  v.>ice  is  like  the  h  st  sound  of  the 
wind,  v.hcu  it  forsakes  the  woods.  But  Ossian 
shal  not  be  long  alone.  He  sees  the  mist  that 
shall  receive  h.s  ghost.  He  l)eh„lds  the  mist 
th;il  shall  form  his  robr,  when  he  appears  on  his 
hilli.  I  he  sons  ofiitllemen  -hall  behold  me, 
anci  adm  re  the  stature  of  the  chiefs  of  old.  Tl:ey 
sbj.l  caeep  to  Uicir  caves,  aud  look  to  the  sky 


for  my  steps 

i  shall  roll  oi 

Lead,  son  of  Alpin,  le; 

The  winds  begin  to  rise. 

lake  resounds.     Bends 

JHcrawiCh  its  branches 


;  the  sung:    be  iica- 


thc  desert,  and  the  ston.-.s  darken  in  il:\  ' 
Tl'^u  takMt  the  sun  in  ihy  wrath,  ri<! 
him  in  thy  c'ouds.      The  sonsof  litlk-  r..:;; 
a' .aid;  aiirl  a  thousand  showers  descend.     I 
»  hen  tlioti  comest  forth  in  thy  nviiduess ;  i 
galK  of  the  iiioruiag  ii  near  thy  course.    The  s 
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uglis  in  his  b'.ueficW?;   and  the  gi^ys  rc»i| 

inds  in  its  valley.     The  bu^h-js   shake   thci* 

■een  heads  in  the  wind.     The  toes  b.und  to. 

ards  the  desert. 

But  there  is  a  murmur  in  the  heath  !  the  stor- 
iiy  winds  abate !  I  hear  the  voice  of  Fingat. 
vOug  has  it  been  absent  from  mine  car !  "  Corns* 
Jssian,  come  away,"  he  snys:  "  Fingal  ha» 
■eceived  his  fame.  '  We  passed  away,  like  fiamc» 

hat  had  shone  f  t  a  season  ,  our  departure  was 

renown.    Though  the  plains  of  our  battle* 

dark  and  silent :  our  fame  is  in  the  four  gtey 

ncs.    The  voice  of  Ossian   has    been  heard  ; 

and  the  harp  was  strung  in  Selma.    Cunie,  Os- 

»ian,  come  away,"  he  says,  «•  and  fiy  with  thf 

fathers  on  clouds." 

And  come  I  will,  thou  king  of  men  !  the  life 
of  Ossian  fails.  I  begin  to  vanish  on  Cona;  an* 
my  steps  are  not  seen  in  Sel.na.  Beside  the  stone 
of  Mora  J  shall  fall  asleep.  The  winds  whistl- 
ing in  my  grey  hair  shall  not  waken  nie.  Depart 
•n  thy  wings,  O  wind  :  thou  canstnot  disturb  the 
jest  of  t  he  bard.  The  night  is  long, but  his  eye* 
are  heavy.  Depart  thou  rustling  bi<st. 

But  why  art  thou  sad,  son  of  fingal?  Wh7 
l^ows  the  cloud  of  thy  soul;  The  chiefs  of  othet 
times  are  departed  ;  they  have  gone  without  their 
far.ie.  The  sons  :if  future  ve»rs  shall  pass  away  ; 
and  another  race  arise.  The  people  are  like  the 
leaves  of  ocean  ;  like  the  leaves  of  woody  Mor. 
Ten,  they  pass  awr.y  in  the  rustling  blast,  and 
other  leaves  lift  their  preen  heads.  Did  thy 
beauty  last,  O  Rynof  !  Stood  the  strength  of  car- 


t  Rvno  the  son  of  Fingal,  who  was  killed  in 
Ireland, in  the  war  against  Swaran  (Fingal, B.V.J 
was  remarkable  for  the  be,iUty  of  his  person,  bis 
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fc«rne Oscar!  FinKal  himself  passed  away ;  ■ 
tlie  hdUs  of  bis  fathers  forgot  his  steps.    A 


swiftness  and  great   exploits.      Minvane, 
daughter  of  Morni,  and  sister  to  Gaul,  was 
love  with  Ryno.    The  following  is  her  lam 
talion  over  her  lover. 

SHE.blushing,  sad,  from  Morven's  rocks,  bend 
•ver  the  darkly-rolling  sea.  She  sees  the  youth 
in  all  their  arms .'    Where,  Ryno,   whci "   "" 

Our  dark  looks  told  that  he  was  low!  Thai 
pale  the  hero  flew  in  clouds  !  That  in  the  grasi 
of  Morven's  hills,  his  feeble  voice  was  heard  ii 

And  Is  the  son  of  Fingal  fallen,  on  UUin'i 
mossy  plains?  Strong  was  the  arm  that  vai 
•luished  him  !  Ah  me  !  I  am  alone  ! 

Alone  I  will  not  be,  ye  winds;  that  lift  n 
Aark-brown  hair.  My  sighs  shall  not  long  nt 
with  your  stream  ;  for  1  must  sleep  with  Ryno 

I  see  thee  not  with  beauty's  steps  returning 
from  the  chase.  The  nigUt  is  round  Mmva  " 
love.    Dark  silence  dwells  with  Ryr.o. 

Where  are  thy  dogs,  and  where  thy  bow  >  Thy 
shield  that  was  so  strong  ?  Thy  sword  like  hea. 
ven's  descending  fire  >  The  bloody  spear  of  Ryno 

I  see  them  mixed  in  thy  ship ;    I  see  them  . 

stained  with  blood.    No  arms  are  in  thy  na 

hall,  O  darkly-dwelling  Ryno! 

When  will  the  morning  come,  and  say.  Arise,  *" 
thou  kingof  spears!  arise,  the  hunters  areabroad. 
The  hinds  are  near  thee,  Ryno  ! 

Away,  thou  fair-haired  morning,  away  !  the 
(Itimkcring  king  hears  thee  nut !    The  binds  ' 


a'jcdbird!  when  the  mightf 

"7  f^"i 


bound  over  his  narrow  tomb  ;    fur  dealh  dwtlU 

But  i  will  tread  softly,  my  king!  and  steal  to 
the  bed  of  thy  repose.  Minvane  will  lie  in 
sileni-e,  nor  disturb  the  slumbering  Rvno. 

The  maids  sha'.l  seek  me:  but  they  shall  not 
find  me;  they  snail  folUiw  my  departure  with 
songs.  But  I  will  not  here  you,  O  maids :  I 
tlsep  with  fair.baired  Ryno. 


Tern  or  a: 

AN  IPIC  POEM.    IN  EIGHT  BOOKS. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Cxirbsr,  the  son  of  Borbar-duthul,  lord  of  Atbii, 
in  Cuniiaught,  the  most  potent  chief  of  ihe 
raceofthe  F.r>)olp,  having  murdered,  at  'Jen  o. 
ra,  the  royal  palace,  Corniac  the  son  of  An  h,\, 
the  young  kingof  Ireland,  usurped  the  throne. 
Cormac  was  lineally  descended  from  Conar  the 
son  of  Trcnmor,  the  great-grandfather  of  Fin., 
gal,  kingof  those  Caledonians  who  inhabited 
the  western  coast  of  Scotland.  Fingal  resen  ' 
the  behaviour  of  Cairbai,  and  resolved  to  t 
over  into  Ireland,  with  in  army,  to  re-estaMish 
the  royal  family  on  the  Irish  throne.  Early 
intelligence  of  his  designs  coming  to  Caiibar, 
he  assembled  some  of  his  tribes  in  Ulster,  and 
at  the  same  time  ordered  his  brother  Cathnior 
to  follow  him  speedily  w'th  an  army,  from 
Temora.  Such  was  ihe  situation  of  affair* 
wheji  the  Caledonian  fleet  appeared  on  thi 
coast  of  Ulster. 

The  poem  opens  in  the  morning.    Cairbar  i 
re,  resented  as  retired  from  the  rest  of  the  arm  j 
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irhenoneofhis  scouts  brought  him  hews  of 
the  landing  of  Fingal.  He  asscinb'.es  a  council 
cl"  his  chiefs.'  Fold.tth  ihe  thief  of  Monja 
haughtily  despises  the  enemy ;  and  is  rcpritj\an- 
d.rd  warinly  by  Malthos.  Cairbar,  after  hear- 
ing their  debate,  orders  a  feast  to  be  prepared, 
to  «  hicQ,  by  his  bard  Olla,  he  inTites  Oscar 
tiie  son  of  Ossian  ;  resolving  to  pick  a  quarrel 
•wiih  that  hero,  and  so  have  some  pretext  for 
killing  him.  Oscar  came  to  the  feast;  th« 
quarrel  happered :  the  followers  of  both  foughti 
and  Caiib_r  and  Oscar  fell  by  mutual  wOundsi 
The  noise  of  the  battle  rcath'-d  Fingal's  army, 
n  he  king  came  on,  to  the  relief  of  Oscar,  and 
the  Irish  fell  back  to  the  army  of  Cathmor, 
■wHo  was  advanced  to  the  banks  of  the  river 
Lubar,  on  the  heath  of  Moi-lena,  Fingal,  af^ 
ter  I'i.ourningovcr  his  Rrandsun,  ordered  Ollia 
the  chief  of  his  bards  to  carry  his  body  to 
Morven,  to  be  there  interred.  Night  coming 
on,  Althan,  the  sun  of  Conachar,  relates  to 
the  king  tise  particulars  of  the  murder  of  Cor. 
tiiac.  FiUan,  the  Sim  of  Fingal,  is  sent  to  ob. 
serve  the  motions  of  Cathmor  by  night,  which 
concludes  the  action  of  the  first  day.  The 
scene  of  this  book  is  a  plain,  near  the  hill  of 
Mu-a,  wliich  rose  on  the  borders  of  the  heat* 
of  Moi-lena,  in  Ulster. 

BOOK  I. 

THE  blue  waves  of  Ullin  roll  in  light.  The 
green  hills  are  covered  with  flay.  Trees 
shakelheir  duskyheadsinthebreeze.  Grey  tor- 
tents  pour  their  noisy  streams.  Two  green  hi!  Is, 
With  aged  oaks,  surround  a  narrow  plain.  The 
"  course  of  a  stream  is  there:  on  its  banks 
„..„J  Cairbar  of  Atba.  His  spear  supports  the 
ling :  the  red  eyes  of  his  fear  are  sad.  Cormac 
tiHi  in  liis  soul,  with  all  bi*  ghastly  woundo. 
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The  grey  fomi  of  the  youth  appears  in  darkness     ] 
blood  pours  from  his  airy  sides.     Cairbar  thrict   i 
threw  his  spear  on  eaOh ;  aud  thrice  he  stroke^   ; 
his  beard.     His  steps  are  short ;   he  often  stops 
and  tosses  his  sinewy  arms.    He  is  like  a  clout 
in  the  desert,  that  varies  its  form  to  every  blast 
the  valleys  are  sad  around,  and  fear,  by  turns 
the  shower. 

The  king,  at  length,  resumed  bis  soul,  an. 
took  his  pointed  spear.    He  turned  his  eye;  t( 
Moi-lena.  The  scouts  of  blue  ocean  tame.     The- 
came  with  step=  of  fear,  and  ofien  looked  behind    i 
Cairbar  knew  that  the  mighty  were  near,  am    i 
•ailed  his  gloomy  chiefs.  I 

The  souMdiug  steps  of  his  warriors  came  j  I 
They  drew  at  once,  their  swcids  There  Mur ;  | 
lath  stood  with  darkened  face.  Hiddala's  Ion  , 
hair  sighs  in  wind.  Red-haired  Cormar  bend 
on  his  spear,  and  rolls  his  side-long- looking  eye; 
Wild  is  the  look  of  Malthos  from  beneath  tw 
shaggy  brows.  Foldath  stands,  like  an  ooz 
rock,  that  covers^its  dark  sides  with  foam.  HI 
spear  s  like  Slimora'i  flr,  that  meets  the  w!n 
cf  heaven.  His  sIueM  is  marked  with  tL 
strokes  of  battle  ;  and  his  tqA  f\c  despises  dan 
ger.  These  and  a  ll^ousai-.d  other  chiefs  su' 
rounded  car -borne  Caiib;;r,  when  the  stout  < 
ccean  came.  Mor-arinal  from  streairiy  Moi-U 
na.  His  eyes  hang  forward  from  his  face,  t 
I'ps  are  trembling  pale. 

"  Do  the  chiefs  of  Erin  stand,"  he  saic 
••silent  as  the  grove  of  evening  J  Stand  the-, 
like  a  silent  wi:od,anri  Fingal  en  the  coat!  Fir 
g-^l,  the  terrible  in  battle,  the  king  of  strean-. 
Morven;"  "  Hast  them  seen  the  v/arrior! 
said  Cairbar  with  a  sigh.  "  Are  his  hen  ( 
many  on  the  cast  >  Lifts  he  the  spear  of  battU  , 
Or  c  mes  the  king  in  ^eace >."  In  peace  he  comi , 


ot,  Cairbar.    I  have  seen  his  foru-ard  spearf, 
=    -  meteor  of  death  ;    the  bloDd  of  thousaiiJs 
ts  steel.    He  tame  first  to  the  shore,  strong 
grey  hair  of  age.    Full  rose  his  sinewy 

^  as  he  strode  in  his  might.    That  sword  is 

i  bis  side  whiih  gives  no  second  wound.  His 
lield  is  terrible,  like  the  bloody  moon  ascending 
irough  a  storm.  Then  came  Ossian,  king  of 
)ngs  ;  and  Morni's  son,  the  first  of  men.  Con. 
al  leaps  forward  on  his  spear.  Dermit  spreads 
is  dark  brown  locks.  Fillan  bends  h's  bow,  the 
oung  hunter  of  streamy  Moruth.  But  who  is 
■»at  before  them,  like  the  dreadful  course  of  a 
am  ?  It  is  the  son  of  Ossian,  bright  between 
locks.  His  long  hair  falls  on  his  back.  His 
ark  brows  are  half.iuclosedin  steel.  His  sword 
angs  loose  on  his  side.  His  spear  glitters  as  he 
loves.  I  fled  from  his  terrible  eyes,  king  of 
ligh  Temora." 

«  Then  fly,  thou  feeble  man,"  said  Foldath 
gloomy  wrath.  "Fly  to  the  grey  streams  of 
hy  land,  son  of  the  little  soul !  Have  nut  I  seen 
•"-  'iscar  ?  I  beheld  the  chief  in  war.  He  is  of 
_  ighty  in  danger  ;  but  there  are  others  who 
ift  the  spear.  Erin  has  many  sons  as  brave, 
jng  of  Temura  of  groves  !  Let  Foldalh  meet 
■     ■    the  strength  of  his  course,  and  stop  this 


\  Mor-annal  here  alludes  to  the  particular  ap- 
jatance  of  Fingal's  spear.  If  a  man,  upon  his 
irtt  landing  in  a  strange  country,  kept  the  point 
)t  his  spear  forward,  it  denoted,  in  those  days, 
hat  he  came  in  a  hostile  manner,  and  accordingly 
le  was  treated  as  an  enemy  ;  if  he  kepi  the  point 
lehind  him,  it  was  a  token  of  friendship,  and  he 
TS  immediately  invited  to  the  feJSt,  according 
Utc  iiuipitality  of  the  times. 
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wifrhiy  stream.  My  spear  is  covered  wilh 
fc'.ot'd  of  theKalicUit;  my  shield  is  like  the  v 
cf  Turs. 

"  Shn.il  Foldath  alone  meet  the  foe?"  repl 
the  dark-biowed  Malthos.  "  Are  they 
«umer,.us  on  iiur  coast,  like  the  waters  of  m:  , 
streams?  Are  not  these  the  chiefs  who  v 
flutshed  S-.^arvJn,  when  the  sons  of  Erin  fi 
And  shall  Foldath  meet  their  bravest  hero 
roldath  of  the  heart  ot  pride  !  Take  the  strer 
tif  the  people  ■,  and  let  Malthos  come. 
iword  is  red  with  slaughter  ;  but  who  has  ht 

"  Sons  of  green  Erin,"  said  Hidal'a,  " 
not  Fingal  hear  ycur  words.  The  foe  mi 
rejoice,  and  his  arm  be  stn  ns  in  the  land. 
are  brave,  O  warriors  !  and  like  the  storms  of 
aesert  ;  they  meet  the  rocks  without  fear, 
overturn  the  woods.  But  let  us  move  in 
strength,  slow  as  a  gathered  cloud.  Then  s 
the  mighty  tremble;  the  spear  shall  fall  f; 
the  hand  of  the  valiant.  We  see  the  cloud 
death,  they  will  say,  while  shadows  fty  t 
their  face.  Fingal  will  mourn  in  his  age, 
see  his  flying  fame.  The  steps  of  his  chiefs  ■ 
cease  in  Morven :  the  moss  of  years  shall  g 
in  Selma." 

CairLar  heard  their  words,  in  silence,  like 
elcud  of  a  shower  :  it  stands  dark  on  Cror 
till  the  lightning  bursts  its  sides  :  the  va 
gleams  with  red  light ;  the  spirits  of  the  st' , 
rejoice.  So  stood  the  silent  king  of  Tcmc 
St  length  his  words  are  heard. 

«  Spread  the  feast  on  Moi-Iena  :  let  my  h 
dred  bards  attend.  Thou  red-haired  Olla  l 
the  harp  of  the  king.  Go  to  Oscar,  chiel 
swords,  and  bid  him  to  our  feast.  To-day 
fenst  and  hear  tfte  song;  to-morrow  bieak 
sjjciu.    Tell  him  tiiat  1  have  raised  the  torn 
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iCslholIf ;  that  fcards  have  sutig  to  his  ghest, 
Icll  him  that  Cairbar  has  heart!  his  fame  at  the 
Wieani  nf  rcsrundinR  Carun.  CachinorJ  isnot 
acre,  Borbar-duthul's  generous  race.    He  is  not 


'.ol  the  son  of  Maronnan,  or  Moran, 

tiered  bi.  CairbT  for  his  attachment  to 

lyofC'irniac.     Me  had  attended  Oscar 

:ir  of  Inis-tliona,  where  they  contrect- 

i:i.;:d>hij)  iGr  nr.e  another.      Oscar, 

■'      '    ••;  t.f  Catbol,  had  sent 

'      ■      -  -r,  which  he  pru- 

.    xd  a  secret  hatred 

e.  hand  contrived  to 

mor,   '  great  in   battle,'    the   son   of 

uihul,  and  brother  of  Cairbar  king  of 

,  had,  before  the  insurrection  of  the  Fir- 

)lg.  passed  over  into  luis-huna,  supposed  to  be 

-  't  of  South  Britain,  to  assist  Conmor  king  of 

place  against  his  enemies.     Cathmor  \va» 

asful  in  the  war,  but,  in  the  course  of  it, 

nor  was  eitlier  killed,  ordied  a  natural  death, 

irbar,  upon  intelligence  of  the  designs  o;  Fin  . 

to  dethrone  hinn,  had  dispatched  a  messenger 

_  Cathmor,  who  relumed  into  Ireland  a  few 

lys  before  the  opening  of  the  poem. 

Cairbar  here  takes  adrantaw  of  his  brother's 

to   ncmetr  te    lii*   ungenerous  designs 

against 'r>;L.;  ;  i   .  :.-  r     '.'  spirit  of  Cathmor, 

had  he  U.- i  ,  .  nut  have  premitted 

Use  laws  (  .  iiir  which  he  was  so 

renowned  i.:     __    ,  •   iiued.    ThebrolhCi^s 

fomi  a  cui.t..i5.  ;  \.\;  uo  h.  ;  detest  themenn  soul 

of  Cairbar  more,  than  we  iidinirelhedlsiiUeKMlCi 

and  generous  mind  of  CitUaior. 

VOL.  II.  » 
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fccre  with  his  thousands,  and  our  arms  are  weak 
Cathmor  is  a  foe  to  strife  at  the  feast:  his  sou 
is  bright  as  that  sun.  But  Cairbar  shall  figh' 
with  Oscar,  chiefs  of  the  womly  Tcmo.  a  !  Hi' 
words  for  Calhol  were  many  ;  the  wrath  of  Cair- 
bar burns.  He  shall  fall  on  Moi-lena  :  my  fami 
shsll  rise  in  bloOd."  ' 

Their  faces  brightened  round  with  joy.  The; 
spread  over  Moi-lena.  The  feast  of  shells  i 
prepared. 'The  songs  of  bards  arise.  We  hear- 
the  voice  of  ioy  on  the  coast  :  we  thought  tha 
aVKhty  Cathmor  came.  Cathmor  the  friend  o 
stran^rs !  the  brother  of  red-haired  Cairbai 
Their  souls  were  not  the  same.  The  light  <. 
Itwu-enwasinthebosomof  Cathmor.  His  tower 
rose  Sh«JS  banks  of  Atha  :  seven  paths  led  l 
j/s  hal's."  Seven  chiefs  stood  on  the  paths,  an 
■  called  the  stranger  to  the  feast!  But  Cathmi 
,  dwelt  in  the  wood  to  avoid  the  voice  of  praise. 
f  Oila  came  with  his  songs.  Oscar  went  t 
Caiift>ar's  feast.  Three  hundred  warriors  strod 
ajdng  Moi-lena  of  the  streams.  The  grey  dot 
bounded  on  the  heath,  their  bottling  teache 
■iifar.  Fingal saw  the  departing  hero;  the  soi 
of  the  king  was  sad.  He  dreaded  Cairbar 
eloomy  thoughts,  amidst  Uie  fea-st  of  shell 
Mvson  lai-^ed  hich  the  spear  of  Cormac :  E 
hundm;  ;;,  ,:  :  r,.  v.ilh  sours.  '  Cairk 
ron'  I    '  ''■^■■<th  tl-iat  was  dar 

5n  bi,  P'.ead;  the  shells  r. 

o.,„„d  ■  ^  i.ce  of  the  host.    Bi 

jtwas'.i..-.  i:..   i.-r  ..„  1  ■-nm  of  th«  sun,  wht  ■ 

■'cairbar  rose  in  his  arms ;  darkness  gatUer< 
on  his  brow.  The  himdied  harps  ceased 
once.    The  clangf  of  shields  was  heard.     F 

+  When  a  chief  was  detern-.ined  tn  kill  a  pe 
aon  already  itt  his  power,  it  was  usual    to  sign 
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t  on  the  heath,  0!la  raised  his  song  of  wo. 
:  1  knew  the  sign  of  death,  and,  rising., 
■-i?  spear.  "  Oscar!"  said  the  dark-red 
.  "  I  behold  the  spear  of  Inis-fail.  The 
Teniora  glitters  in  thy  hand,  son  of 
I  .rvf-n  !  It  was  the  pride  of  an  hundredf 
J  death  c-f  Heroes  of  i^ld.  Yield  it,  son 
,  yield  it  to  car-borne  Cairbar." 
":  I  yied,"  Oscar  repliet!,  «'  the  gift  of 
:.-ed  king:  tlie  gift  of  fair-haired  Cor- 
.::i  Oscar  scattered  his  foes?  I  came  to 
'.  halls  of  joy,  when  Swaran  fled  from 
;ii.  Gladness  rose  in  the  face  of  youth  :  he 
Uie  s-ear  of  Temora.  Nor  did  he  give  it 
e  feeble,  O  C-.irbar,  neither  to  the  weak  in 
soul.  The  darkness  of  thv  face  is  no  storm  to 
me;  nor  are  tl.ine  eves  the  flames  of  death. 
Do  I  fear  thv  clanging  shield  ?  Tremble  I  at  Ol- 
la's  song?  No:  Cairbar,  frighten  the  feeble j 
Oscar  is  a  rock." 


that  his  death  wss  intended,  by  the  sound  of  a 
shield  struck  with  the  blunt  end  of  a  spear ;  at 
'"-  *  ame  time  that  a  bard  at  a  distance  raised  the 
i-s;>nK.  A  ceremony  of  another  kind  \ra« 
1  '!  1-  :gcl  in  Scotland  upon  such  occasions. 
T  .'v  has  heard  that  a  bull's  head  was 

:  to  Lord  Dbuglas  in  the  castle  of  Edin- 
:  ?  a  certain  signal  of  Ijis  uppvoachi"— 

' '"'.  'nereis  an  indefinite  number,  and 

i;.;i;ded  to  express  a  great  many.     It 

'  lythe  hyperbolical  phrases  of  bards, 

t     .        .•  the  first  hint  to  the  Irish  senachies  ta 

_,piatc  U12  origin  of  their  monaichy  ia  so  remote 

^  a  pcfioU  ai  they  have  done. 
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"  And  wilt  thou  not  vield  the  spear !"  repl 
the  rising  pride  of  Cairbar.  «  Are  thy  wx 
so  mighty  because  Fingal  is  near?  Fingal  wittt 
aged  locks  from  Morven's  hundred  yioves  !  He 
has  fought  with  little  men.  But  hemust  van.sb 
before  Caitbar,  like  a  thm  pillar  of  nust  before 
the  win(!sof  Atha!"  "  Were  he  who  fought 
with  litile  men  near  Atha's  darkening  chief: 
Atha's  darkening  chief  would  yicU  green  Er  n 
to  avoid  his  rage.  Speak  not  of  the  mightv,  O 
Cai.bar!  but  fjrn  thy  sword  on  me.  Ourstrer"'" 
is  equal;   but  Fingal  is  renowned!    the  firs 

Their  people  saw  the  darkening  chiefs.  Their 
wowding  steps  are  heard  aicund.  Their  eyes 
roll  in  fire.  A  thousand  swords  are  halfur 
sheathed.  Red  haired  OUa  raised  the  song  < 
battle:  the  trecbling  joy  of  Oscar's  S(ularos( 
the  wonted  joy  of  his  soul  when  Finpars  horn 
was  heard.  Dark  as  the  swelling  wave  of  oceai 
before  the  rising  winds,  when  it  bends  its  heac 
near  a  coast,  came  on  the  host  of  C;.irbar. 

biuighter  of  Toscari;!    why  that  tear?    J 
not  fallen  yet.     Many  were  the   deaths  of  hi 
arm  before  my  heio  fell! 

Behold  they  fall  before  my  son  like  the  groTC 
in  Ihe  desert,  when  an  angry  ghc  st  rus*-- 
through  night,  rjid  takes  their  green  heads  in 
hand  !  Morlath  falls :  Maronnan  d.es  :  Copacha  , 
Uc  'les  in  his  blood.  Cairbar  shrinks  befor  . 
Oscar's  ?W^rn.  aiiU  c:eers  in  darkness  beiiind  hi  •  | 
stone  He  lifted  the  spear  «.n  'ecrf t,  ami  ,,isrce 
■ly  Oscar's  side.    He  falls  forward  on  his  shield 


|l  Malvina,  the  daughter  of  Toscnr,  to  whci  • 
ke  addresses  the  part  of  the  poem  which  relal' 
te  Ui«  death  of  Oscar  h«r  lover. 
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k  ;  kneffsus'ains  the  chief.  But  still  his  spear 
is  iti  ri.s  hand.  See  gloomy  Caiibar^y  falls  !  The 
steel  piiixcd  hii  furehead,  aud  divided  his  red 
hair  h^himl.  He  lay,  like  a  shattered  rock, 
w:-.ich  Cromla  shakes  from  its  shaggy  side.  But 
never  more  shall  Oscar  rise!  he  leans  on  his 
bossy  shield.  His  spear  is  in  his  teirible  hand: 
Krin's  sens  stood  distant  and  dark.  Theirshouts 
arose,  like  crowded  streams ;    Moi-leua  echoed 

Fingal  heard  the  sound;  and  took  his  father's 
spear.  His  steps  are  before  us  on  the  heath. 
He  spoke  the  words  of  wo  "  I  hear  the  noise 
of  wai.  Yd^iag  Oscar  is  alone.  Rise,  sons  of 
Morven  !  join  the  hero's  sword." 

OJsian  rushed  along  the  heath.  Fillan  bound. 
tA  <'ver  Moi-kna.  Fingal st.ude  in  his  strength, 
and  the  light  of  his  shield  is  terrible.  The  sons 
,  of  Erin  saw  it  far  distant ;  they  trembledin  their 
I  souls.  Th.-y  kn-v/  that  the  wrath  of  the  king 
'  arose  :  and  they  foresaw  their  death.  ^Ve  first 
arrived ;  we  fought,  and  Erin's  chiefs  withstood 
our  rage.  But  «hen  the  king  came,  in  the 
sound  of  his  corrse,  what  heart  of  steel  could 
stand  :  Erin  fied  over  Moi-  lena.  Death  pursued 
their  flight.  We  saw  Oscar  on  his  shield  Wa 
saw  his  Wood  around.  Silence  darkened  every 
face.  Each  turned  his  back  and  wept.  The 
king  strove  to  hide  his  tears.  His  grey  beard 
whistled  in  t.he  wind.  He  bent  his  head  above 
bis  son.    His  words  were  mixed  with  sighs. 


^  The  Irish  hi>torians  pbce  the  death  of 
Cairbar  in  the  latter  end  of  the  thirl  century; 
they  say,  he  was  killed  in  battle  against  Oscrfr 
the  son  of  Ossian,  but  deny  that  he  fell  by  his 
kasd.  3 
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"  And  art  tliou  fallen,  Oscar,  in  the  midst  of 
thy  course  >   The  heart  of  the  aged  beats  o 
thee  !     He  sees   thy  coming  wars.      I  he  \v 

off  trom   thy  fatne.    When  shall  joy  dwell 
Selma  !  When  shall  grief  depart  from  Morvt.. . 
My  sons  fall  by  degreei :  Fingal  shall  be  the  last   , 
of  his  race.    The  fame  which  I  have  received 
shall  pass  away  :  my  ane  will  be  without  friends. 
1  shall  sit  a  grey  cloud  in  my  hall :  nor  shall  I    : 
hear  the  return  of  a  son,  in  the  midst  of  his    | 
sounding  arms.     Weep,  ye  heroes  of  Morver 
never  more  shall  Oscar  rise  !" 

And  they  did  weep,  O  Fingal!  dear  was  tl__ 
hero  to  their  souls.  He  went  out  to  battle,  and 
the  foes  vanished  :  He  returned,  in  peace,  ani)  " 

their  joy.     No  father  mourned  his  son  slain 

youth :  no  brother  his  brother  of  love.  They 
fell,  without  tears,  for  the  chief  of  the  people 
was  low  !  Bran  is  howling  at  his  feet :  gluo — 
Luath  is  sad,  for  he  had  often  led  them  to 
chase  ;  to  the  bounding  roe  of  the  desert. 

When  Oscar  saw  his  friends  around,  his  breast 
arose  with  sighs.  "  The  groans,"  he  said,  "  of 
aged  chiefs  ;  the  howling  of  my  dogs  :  the  sud. 
den  bursts  of  songs  of  ji'ief,  have  melted  Oscar's 
aoul.  My  soul,  that  never  meltedbefore  ;  it  was 
like  the  steel  of  my  sword.  Ossian,  carry  me 
to  my  hills!  Raise  the  stones  of  myreno' 
Place  the  horn  of  the  deer,  and  my  sword,  w: 
in  my  narrow  dwelling.  The  torrent  hereafter 
may  raise  the  earth  :  the  hunter  may  find  the 
$teel  and  say,  "  This  has  been  Oscar's  sword  "" 

"And  fallest   thou,  son  of  my   fame!    / 

shall  I  ne\ersee  thee,  Oscar  !  When  others  hear  ,1 
of  their  sons,  I  shall  Bot  hear  of  thee.    Tl.err 
is  on  thy  .'our  grey  stones;  the  mournful  w 
is  there.  The  battle  shall  be  fought  without  h 
keshall  uot  pursue  the  dark-brown  binds.  W. 
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the  warrior  leturns  from  battles,  and  tells  of 
other  lantls ;  I  have  seen  a  tomb,  he  will  say,  by 
the  roaring  stream,  the  dark  dwelling  of  a  chief. 
He  fell  by  car-borne  Oscar,  the  first  of  mortil 
ftich.    I,  perhaps,  shall  hear  his  voice:  and  i 
ii  jbeam  of  joy  will  rise  in  my  soul." 
I      I'hc  night  would  have  descended  in  soirow, 
I  and  morning  returned  in  the  shadow  of  grief :    ■ 
I  our  chiefs  would  have  stood  like  cold  dropping 
J  rocks  on  Moi.lena,  and  have   forgot  the  war, 
•\  did  not  the  king  disperse  his  grief,  and  raise  his 
J  mighty   voice.      The  chiefs,  as   new-wakene* 
from  dreams,  lift  up  their  heads  around. 

"  How  long  on  Moi-leha  shall  we  weep ;  of 
j(iir  our  tears  in  UUiu  ?  The  mighty  will  not 
return.  Oscar  shall  not  rise  in  his  strength. 
The  valiant  must  fall  one  day,  and  be  no  morfe 
I  Itnown  on  his  hills.  Where  are  our  fathers,  B 
'  warriors  !  the  chiefs  of  the  times  of  old  ?  They 
have  set  like  stars  that  have  shone,  we  only  hear 
thesoundof  their  praise.  But  they  wercrcnown- 
ed  in  their  day,  Uie  terror  of  other  times.  Thus 
shall  we  pass,  O  warriors,  in  the  diy  of  our  fall. 
Then  let  us  be  renowned  wheii  we  may ;  an* 
leave  our  fame  behind  us,  like  the  last  beams  of 
the  sun,  when  he  hides  his  red  head  in  the  west. 
Ullin,  my  aged  bard  !  lake  the  shijJ  of  the  king. 
Carry  Oscar  to  Selma  of  harps.  Let  the  daugh- 
fers  of  Morven  weep.  We  shall  fight  in  Erin  for 
the  race  of  fallen  Cormac.  The  days  of  my  year* 
begin  to  fail:  I  feel  the  weakness  of  my  arm. 
My  fathers  bend  from  their  clouds,  to  receive 
their  grey-haired  son.  But  before  1  go  henc-e, 
one  beam  of  fame  shall  rise  :  so  shall  my  day* 
end,  as  my  years  begun,  in  fame :  my  life  shall 
We  one  stream  of  light  to  bards  of  other  times. 
Ullin  raised  his  white  sails  ;  the  wind  of  th« 
south  c  flic  forth :  He  bounded  on  the  waves 
towards  Selma.    I  retnained  in  my  grief,  but  ray 
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words  were  not  heard.  The  feast  is  spread  oa 
Miii-lena;  an  hundred  heroes  reared  the  ti  ' 
of  Cairbar  :  but  no  song  is  raised  ove  the  ch 
for  his  soul  had  been  dark  and  bloody  The 
bards  remembered  the  fall  of  Cormac!  v  '  " 
could  they  say  in  Cairbar's  praise? 

The  night  came  rolling  down.  The  light  ol 
an  hundred  oaks  arose.  Fingal  sat  beneath  a 
tree.  Old  Althan  stood  in  the  midst.  He  told 
the  tale  of  fallen  Cormac.  Althan  the  son  oj 
Conathar,  thefriend  of  c  r-borne  CuchuUin  :  he 
dwelt  with  Coiniac  in  windy  Temcra,  when 
Semo's  son  fought  with  generous  Turlath.  1"  - 
tale  of  Al.han  was  mournful,  and  the  tear  w 
ill  his  eye. 

The  setting  sun  was  yellow  on  Dora.  Grey 
evening  began  to  dejcend.  Temora's  woods 
shook  with  the  blast  of  the  inconstant  wind.  A 
eloud,  at  length,  gathered  in  the  west,  and  a  red 
star  looked  from  behind  its  edge.  1  stood  in  the 
vood  alone,  and  saw  a  ghost  on  the  darkening 
air.  His  stride  extemlcd  from  hill  to  hill :  his 
shield  was  dim  on  his  side.  It  was  the  so 
«emo  :  I  knew  the  warrior's  face  Bui  he  passed 
away  in  his  blast ;  and  all  was  dark  around.  My 
soul  was  sad.  1  went  to  the  hall  of  shells.  • 
thousand  lights  arose:  the  hundred  bards  h: 
strung  the  harp.  Cormac  stood  in  the  midst, 
like  the  morning  star,  when  it  rejoices  on  the 
eastern  hill,  and  its  young  beams  are  bathed  in 
showers.  The  sword  of  Artho  was  in  the  hand 
•f  the  king;  and  he  looked  with  joy  on  its  pe 
lished  studs :  thrice  he  strove  to  draw  if,  an 
thrice  he  failed;  his  yellow  loiks  are  spread  o 
his  shoulders  :  his  cheeks  o  youth  are  red. 
mourned  over  the  beam  of  youth,  for  he  wa 

"  Althan  !"   he  said,  with  a  smile,   '«  has 
thou  beheld  my  father.'   Heavy  is  the  swords 
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S.1  '  w    . ',  surely  his  arm  was  strong.    O  that  1 

V  ^-  him  in  battle,  when  the  rage  of  hjs 

V  ■  '  .  i<c '  tbeti  w;)uld  T  have  met,  like  Cu- 
\         '  the  car-tKiriiesonuf  Cantela!  But  > ears 

-'  '..,,•!,  OAlthaii!  and  my  arm  be  strong. 
> :  •  h-aid  if  Sem  )'s  son,  the  t;»ief  of  higH 

-|  ,'■''  'e  m  7lit  hnc  returned  with  his 
!^.-..;  ;  iur  he  pr  Tr.iscd  to  return  to-night,  ily 
bi;  J^  '«-ri't  him  with  songs;  ray  feast  is  spread  in 
in  Temora." 

I  heard  the  king  In  silence.  My  tears  be^n 
to  flow.  I  hid  tnem  wiih  my  aged  locks :  but 
he  pi"ceived  -vy  grief.  **  Son  of  Conachar  !"  he 
s^id,""  is  thf  king  of  Tura  low  ?  Why  bursts  thy 
Sish  in  secret?  And  why  descends  the  tear? 
jComes  the  car-borne  Torlath  ?  Or  the  sound  of 
&e' red-haired  Cairbar?  They  come!  for  I  be- 
hold thy  grief.  M.S3vTura'ikiii3i!!ow!  Shall 
1  not  rush  to  battler  But  I  ca:inu'  ii:t  the  spear! 
O  had  mins  arm  the  strength  ol  Cu.uiUin.socm 
would  Cairbar  fly  ;  the  t,ir.ie  C|f  in-,  fathcis  would 
be  rene\v^d  ;  and  the  deeds  ot  other  times  I" 

He  took  his  bow.  The  tears  how  down  from 
both  his  soarklingeyes.  Grief  saddens  round: 
the  bards  "bend  forward,  fro.m  their  hu.idrcd 
harps.  The  ione  blast  touched  their  trembling 
strin-'s.  The  sound  is  saii  and  low.  A  voice  is 
heard  at  a  distant*?,  as  of  <me  in  grief;  it  was 
Carrilof  other  times,  who  erne  from  dark.  SU- 
tno'a.  He  told  of  the  death  of  Cuth.ilJin,  and  of 
■  hiS  mighty  deeds  The  people  were  scalicred 
round  his  tomb  :  their  arms  lay  on  the  ground. 
The^  iiad  forgot  the  war,  for  he,  tiieir  fire,  was 


«  But  who,"  said  the  sofi 
*  come  like  the  bounding  rocs 
is  like  the  young  trees  of  the  yL: 
shower:  Soft  and  rutidy  are  ih 
fearlcis  souls  look  forth  from  ti 


cod   Catril, 
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*ut  the  SOBS  of  Usnotht,  the  car-borne  chiefs  of 
Etha.  The  people  rise  n  every  side,  like  ' 
strength  -f  an  half-extinguished  fire,  when  __ 
winds  come  sudden,  from  the  desert,  on  theit 
rustling  wings.  The  sound  of  Caithbr.t's|l  shield 
was  heard.  The  heroes  saw  Cuchuliin^  in  Na- 
thos.     So  rolled  his  sparkling  eyes ;    his  stt 

were  such  on  the  heath.     Battles  are  fought 

Lego  :  the  sword  of  Nathos  prevails.  Soon  shalt 
thou  behold  him  in  thy  halls,  king  of  Temor;  * 
groves." 

"And  soon  may  I  behold  the  thief!"  replied 
the  blue-eyed  king.  «<  But  my  soul  is  sad  for 
CuchuUin;  h.s  voice  was  pleasant  in  mine  < 
Often  have  we  moved,  on  Dora,  to  the  chas( 
the  dark-brown  hinds;  his  bow  was  unerring 
the  mountains.  He  spoke  of  mighty  men. 
told  of  the  deeds  of  my  fathers  :,  and  1  felt  mv  j  _ , . 
But  sit  thou  at  the  feast,  O  bard,  I  have  oftea 
heard  thy  voice.  Sing  m  the  praise  of  CuchulUn  ; 
and  of  that  mighty  stranger*." 

Day  ,c)se  on  woody  Temora,with  all  thebeams 
of  the  east  TraUiin  came  to  the  hall,  the  son  of 
f>Id  Gellama.  «'  I  behold,"  he  sai.l,  "  a  dark 
cloud  in  the  desert,  king  of  Inis.f;i;l !  a  cloud  it 
seemed  at  first,  but  now  a  crov.d  of  men.  One 
strides  before  them  in  his  stren;;th  ;  his  red  hair 
flies  in  the  w  nd.  His  shield  glitters  to  the  beam 
of  the  east.     His  spear  is  in  his  hand." 

t  The  sequel  of  their  mournful  story  is  related 
at  large,  in  the  poemof  Dar-thula  • 

li  Caithbail  was  grandfather  to  CuchuUin  ;  and 
his  shield  was  made  use  of  to  alarm  his  posterity 
to  the  battles  of  I  he  family. 

^  That  is,  they  saw  a  manifest  likeness  be- 
tween the  person  of  Nathos  andCuchuUiu. 

*  Nathos  tbe  son  of  Usnoth. 
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='  c  11  him  to  thefcistof  Temora,"  repli*! 
t-.c  -.;r>^  o(  E.in.  "  My  hall  is  the  house  of 
s-.i...  c:s,  son  o;  the  generous  Gellania!  Perhaps 
it  i^  [Tj:  clief  of  Etha,  coining  in  the  sound  of 
his  renown.  Hail,  mighty  t  stranger !  Art  thou 
of  ihs  triends  of  Corrnac  ?  But,  Carril,  he  is  dark, 
and  unlovely;  and  he  draws  his  sword.  Ts  that 
the  son  of  Uinoth,  bard  of  the  times  of  old  ?" 

«'Tt  is  not  the  son  of  Usnoth,"  said  Carril, 
"but  the  chief  of  Atha.  Why  tomest  thou  in 
thy  arms  to  Temora,  Cairbar  of  the  gloomf 
trow!  Let  not  thy  sword  rise  against  Corrnac! 
Whither  dost  thou  turn  thy  speed!"  He  passed 
on  in  his  darkness,  and  seized  the  hand  of  th^ 
king.  Corrnac  foresaw  his^ death,  and  the  rr;ge 
of  his  eyes  arose.  Retire,  thou  gloomy  chief  of 
Atha:  Nathos  comes  with  battle.  Thou  art 
bold  in  Cormac's  hall,  for  his  arm  is  weak.  Thai 
gwnrd  entered  the  side  of  the  king :  he  fell  in  the 
fialls  of  his  fathers.  His  fair  hair  is  in  the  dust. 
Bis  blood  is  smoking  round. 
«  And  art  thou  fallen  in  thy  ha'IsH,  O  son  of  no- 
ble Artho  f  Theshield  of  CuthuUin  was  notnear. 
Nor  the  spear  of  thy  father.  Mournful  are  the 
mountains  of  Erin,  for  the  chief  of  the  people  is 
low  !  Blest  be  thy  soul,  O  Cormac !  thou  art 
darkened  in  thy  youth." 

His  words  came  to  the  ears  of  Cairbar,  and  he 
closed  us^  in  the  midst  of  darkness.  He  feared 
to  stretch  his  sword  to  the   bards,  though  hi» 


t  From  this  expression,  we  understand,  that 
Cairbar  had  er.te-ed  the  palace  of  Temora,  in  the 
midst  of  Cormac's  speech. 

!1  Aithan  speak?, 

1  That  isj  h.awclf  and  Carril,  as  it  afteiTvards 
appears.  <3 
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soul  was  dark.    Long  had  we  pined  alone :  u. 
length,  the  noble  Calhiuor}  came.    He  heard  our  . 
; ;  he  turned  the  eye  of  his 


thou  pain  my  soul;  Thy  hea.t  is  like  th( 

the  desert;    and  thy  thoughts  are  da;  _.     

thou  art  the  brother  of  Caihmor,  and  he  w  ill  ftght 
thy  battles.  But  Cathmor's  soul  is  not  like  thine, 
thou  feebU  hand  of  war!  The  light  of  my  bosom 
IS  stained  with  thy  deeds :  the  bards  will  nc"  '  - 
•t  my  renown.  They  maysaf,  CatiiHio 
brave,  but  he  fought  fur  glnomy  Cai;b;'.r.  They 
wd!  pass  over  my  omb  in  silence ;  my  fame  shaU 
r.ot  he  heard.  C.iirb-c.r !  loose  the  bards ;  they 
are  the  sons  of  other  ti.jies.  Their  voice  shall 
be  heard  in  other  years;  al\er  the  kin-s  of  To- 
mora  have  failed." 

"  We  came  forth  at  the  words  of  the  chief. 
We  saw  him  in  his  strength.  He  w.is  like  th7 
■youth,  O  F:r_-1,  wlien  thou  first  didst  lit  the 
spear.  His  ;ac  j  was  like  the  plain  of  the  sun, 
Mhenit  i3br;g..c:  no  darkness  travelled  over  his 
brow.  But  he  came  witli  his  thousands  to  U!  jn  ; 
to  aid  the  red-haired  Cairbar  :  and  now  he  eoucs 
to  re\'enge  his  de-.iih,  O  king  of  woody  Mnrven. 

"  And  Iethi:n  come,"  replied  the  king;  '•'  I. 
love  a  fjc  l.ke  Cathmor.    His  soul  is  great ;  his 


t  Cathmor  appears  the  =ame  disinte 
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,<rm  Is  strong  ;  his  battles  are  full  of  fame.     But 

t   -   :    io  soalisa  vapour  that  hovci^  round  the 

'  1  .K.e:  it  never  lises  o.i  ti.e  green  hill, 

'.  inds  should  meet  it  there:  its  dweli- 

t;ie  cave,  it  sends  fftnh  the  dart   of 

u^r  young  heroes,  O  warriors,  are  like 

!.  \Mi  of  our  fathers.    The^  fight  in  youiti; 

iiic)  ...li;  iheir  names  are  in  the  song.     Fingal 

is  amidil  ills  darkening  \ears:     lie  must  not  lall, 

as  an  aged  oak,  across  a  secret  sircam.     Near  it 

are  the  steps  oi  the  hunter,  as  it  lies  ijcneath  the 

vfind.    How  has  that  tree  lalier.;  He  v.hisiling, 

strides  along. 

«  Raise  the  song  of  joy,  ye  bards  ot  Morven, 
that  our  souls  may  ;<jrget  the  past.  The  red  stars 
look  on  us  from  the  clouds,  and  silently  dt-scend. 
Soon  shall  the  grey  beam  of  the  mo-ning  rise, 
and  shew  us  theloesof  Corniac.  FiilanJ  take 
the  spear  of  the  king;  go  to  M>-ra's  dark-brown 

fiames  ol  tire.  Observe  the  f.es  nf  Fmgal,  and 
the  course  of  generous  Cathnior.  I  hear  a  d.stant 
sound,  like  the  faUing  of  rocks  in  the  desert. 
But  sirike  Ih  ju  thy  shield,  at  times,  that  they 
nay  net  come  through  night,  and  the  ;ame  of 
Morven  ce.-.si.     I  begin  to  be  alone,  my  son,  and 

1   .c  .  ...    '         ^    ;e.     The  king  lean- 

c  ;             -     -^leep  descended  ott 

is.  ■  ri.ss  in  bis  dre:ims. 

i  ...  . !.  ....          _       :  J.     Daik-haired  Fil- 

hiU :  V.  e  ii^ar  at  Li.:ies  his  clanging  shield. 


Temora : 


THE    ARGUMENT. 

This  book  opens,  we  may  suppose,  about  mid. 
night,  with  a  soliloquy  of  Ossian,  who  ''" 
retired,  from  the  rest  of  the  array,  to  m( 
for  his  son  Oscar.  Upon  heaving  the  iiois 
of  Cathmoi's  arn\y  approaching,  he  wer 
fir,d  out  his  brother  Fillan,  who  kept  the  w 
on  the  hill  of  Mora,  in  the  front  of  F.ngal'i 
army.  In  the  convevsation  of  the  brothers 
the  episode  of  Conar,  the  son  of  Trenmor 
whowas  the  first  Icingof  Ireland, is  introduced  || 
which  lays  open  the  orgin  of  the  contests  be 
weenttheCaelandFirbolg,thetwo  nations  wh' 
first  possessed  themselves  of  that  island 
Ojsian  kindles  a  fire  on  Mora;  upon  whict 
Cathmor  desisted  from  the  design  he  had  form 
ed  of  surprising  the  army  of  the  Caledonians 
He  calls  a  council  of  his  chiefs :  reprimand 
FoldaUiforadvisinga  night-attack,  as  the  In^ 
army  were  so  nnich  superior  in  number  to  II* 
enemy-  The  bard  Fonar  introduces  the  stor  ■. 
of  Crothar,  the  ancestor  of  the  king.whicll 
throws  further  liglit  on  th-e  History  of  Ireian<  f 
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ami  the  original  pretensions  of  the  famih-  of 
Atha  to  the  throne  of  that  kingilo.n.  The 
Irish  cbi-fslied.jwn  to  rest,  andCa'.hmor  him- 
self  und.T'.afcesthe  wdtch.  In  h^s  circuit  round 
the  ariJiy,  iie  Is  met  by  0=>ian.  The  interview 
of  the  two  heroes  is  described.  Cathmor 
otrtains  a  promise  from  Ossian,to  order  a  fune- 
ral eleg'  to  be  sung  over  the  grave  of  Cairbar; 
it  being  the  opinion  of  the  times,  that  the  souls 
of  the  dead  csiuM  not  be  happy,  til!  their  elegies 
were  sung  by  a  bard.  Morning  comes.  Cath- 
Kior  and  Ossian  part :  and  the  latttr,  casually 
meeiing  with  Carril  the  son  of  Kinfcna,  sends 
that  bard,  with  a  funeral  song,  to  the  tomb  of 

BOOK    II. 

FATHER  of  heroes,  Trenmor .'  dweller  of 
eddying  winds!  where  the  dar!c-red  course 
31  thunder  marks  the  troubled  clouds  !  Open  thou 
■Jay  stormy  halU,  and  let  the  bards  of  old  be  near  ; 
ct  ti.em  draw  near,  with  their  songs  and  their 
half-viewless  harps.  No  dweller  of  misty  vMey 
comes;  no  tanter  unknown  at  his  streams;  but 
the  C!ir-borne  Oscar  from  the  folds  of  war.   Sad- 

«m  dark  \Ini-:e:iV  Tl'?  Wa?-^  folds  thee  in  its 
■  ■  ,an.;  :-,.  :\r-  .'  n  -  ■;-  sk;  —Dost  thou  not 
behold  th    .  .■::".  of  nipht?  Tlie 

chiefs  of  :.:         .    :._  .;-?.nt.     lheyh::ve 

lost  no  srii.  i;  _  V  '1  \  I.  .n  a  hero,  chict's  of 
streamy  M...  v^,. ;  \V.,^  ^..„,._;  e^  al  t.o  strengih, 
■when  battle  rolled  against  his  s:dc,  like  the  dark. 
ijess  of  crowded  waters?— Why  this  cloud  ia 
Ossian's  soul!  It ouglit  to  burn  in  danger.  Erin 
is  near  with  her  host.  The  king  of  Morven  is 
alone.  Alone  thou  shall  not  be,  my  father, 
■while  I  can  lift  the  spear. 

I  io*e,  in  my  rattling  arms,    I  listened  to  tlit 
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wind  of  night.  Th?  shield  of  Fillanf  is 
heard.  1  shook  for  Die  son  of  Fingal. 
should  the  fue  cotir.-,  by  night:  and  the  da-t-  , 
haired  warrior  fail?  Distant,  sullen  iiiur 
rise  :  like  the  noise  oi'  the  lake  of  Lego,  whi 
waters  shrink,  in  the  days  of  frost,  and  a 
bursting  ice  resounds.  The  people  of  t.ara  lool  l 
to  heaven  and  foresee  the  storm.  M/  step 
forward  on  the  heath  ;  the  spear  of  Oscar  ii 
band.  Red  st.tr!  looked  f:  om  high.  I  glc; 
along  the  night.  I  saw  Fillan  siient  before 
bending  forward  from  Mora's  rock.  He  heart 
tlie  shout  of  the  foe;  the  joy  of  his  soul  arose 
He  heard  my  sounding  tread,  and  turned  tuslift£< 


t  We  understand,  from  the  preceding  ko  >k 
thatCathmor  was  near  with  aii  army.  \Vn- 
C»trbsr  was  killed,  the  tribes  who  attended  h 
fell  bacic  to  Cathmor ;  who,  as  it  afterwards  ap 
pears,  had  taken  a  resolution  lo  surprse  Fingj 
by  night.  FilUn  was  disputched  to  ihe  hill  - 
Mora,  which  was  in  the  front  of  the  Caledonia: 
to  observe  the  motions  of  Cathmjr.  In  t 
situation  were  aS"a:rs  when  O.'sian,  upon  hear! 
the  nOise  of  thea;)i;)r.)aLhing  encmv,  went  to  fin 

of  Trei 


so  necessary  to  ih. 

i.undatio, 

f>f  the  rebelli')!!  -;. 

.   Cairbar  an 

•Cathmor.     FiUan  u.i;  i::c    ,-i 

of  Fingal,  then  living.    He  u;i 

tioned  in  the  battle  of  i-ura,  wl 

ctl..;  only  chile 

ren  of  the  king,  bv  Cla'ho  th 

■icijgiuer  of  Cj 

Ihullakingof  lni=tore,  u-  ;oni 

he:  liad  taken  t 

wife,  after  the  death  of  Ros-cr 

na,  thedaugh^t 

of-  Cunnac  Ivtu-Coua*  king  of 

leland. 
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Comest  thou,  son  of  nir:hf,  in  peace?  Or 
thou  meet  my  wrath  i  'I  he  foes  of  Fingal 

mine.  Speak,  or  fear  my  steeL  I  stand, 
in  vain,  the  shield  of  Mtirven's  race." 

blue-eyed  Clath-j.  Fingal  begins  to  be  alone; 
darkness  gathers  on  the  last  of  his  da^-s.  Yet  he 
has  twof  sons  who  ought  to  shine  in  w::r.  Who 
ought  to  be  two  beams  of  light,  near  the  steps  of 
his  depanuie." 
"  Son  of  Finga","  replied  the  youth,  "  it  i$ 
long  since  1  raised  the  spear.  Few  are  the 
marks  of  my  s^vord  in  battle,  but  my  soul  is  fire. 
The  chiefs  of  BolgaH  crowd  around  the  shield  of 

+  That  is,  two  sons  in  Ireland.  Fergus,  tiie 
second  son  of  Fingal,  was,  at  that  time,  on  an 
expedition,  which  is  mentioned  in  one  of  ths 
lesser  poems  of  Ossian.  He,  according  tu  some 
traditions,  was  the  ancestor  of  Fergus,  tne  son  of 
Ere,  or  Arcath,  commonly  called  Fergus  tbese- 
cond  in  the  Scouish  twslories.  The  beginning  of 
the  reign  of  Fergus,  over  the  Scots,  is  placed,  by 
the  most  appro\-ed  annals  of  Scotland,  in  the 
fourth  year  of  the  fifth  age  :  a  full  century  after 
the  death  of  Ossian.  The  genealogy  of  his  family 
is  recorded  thus  by  the  Highland  s^nacnies  : 
•Fergus  Mac-Aicath,  Mar-Chongeal,  Mac-Fer. 
«  gus,  Mat-Fiongael  na  buai':  i.  e.  Fergus  the 
son  of  Arcath,  the  son  of  Congal,  the  son  of 
Fergus,  the  sun  of  Fingal  the  victorious.' 

P  The  southern  pans  of  Ireland  went,  for 
some  time,  under  the  name  of  Bolga,  from  the 
firbolg  or  BelgJE  of  Britain,  who  settled  KCoUmy 
there.  Bolg,  signifies  a  quiver,  from  which  pro- 
ceeds Firbolg,  i.  e.  bow  .men,  so  called  from  iheir 
nsing  bows,  more  than  any  uf  the  ueighbom  ing 
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geiierDus  Cathmor.  Their  gathering  is  on  t 
heith.  Shall  my  steps  approach  their  host 
yielded  to  Oscar  alone,  in  the  strife  of  the  rs 

"  Fil'an,  thou  shalt  not  approach  their  ho 
nor  fiUl  before  thy  fame  is  known.  My  nam. 
heard  in  song:  when  needful  I  advance.  Fr 
the  skirts  of  night  I  shall  view  their  gleam., 
tiibcs.  Why,  Fillan,  didst  thou  speak  of  Osca 
to  call  forth  my  sigh  i  T  must  forget  the  warrk 
till  the  storm  is  rolled  away.  Sadness  ought  nt 
to  dwell  in  danger,  nor  the  tear  in  the  eyei 
war.  Our  fathers  forgot  their  fallen  sons,  ti 
the  noise  of  arms  was  past.  Then  sorrow  returm 
ed  to  the  tomb,  and  the  song  of  bards  arose." 

«  Conar*  was  the  brother  of  Trathal,  first  o 


*  Conar,  the  first  kingof  Ireland,  was  the  son  o 
Trenmor,  the  great-grandfather  of  Fingal.  t 
was  on  account  of  this  family  connection  thiit  Fii| 
gal  was  engaged  in  so  many  wars  in  the  cause  i 
the  race  of  Conar.    Though  few  of  the  actions  i 

from,  the  honourable  appellaiions  bestowed  « 
him,  we  may  conv.lude  that  he  wis,  in  the  da' 
of  the  poet,  the  must  renowned  name  of  airt 
quity.  The  most  probable  opinion  concerni* 
him  is,  that  he  was  the  first  who  united  tt 
tribes  of  the  Caledonians,  and  commanded  then 
in  chief,  against  the  incursions  of  the  RomaB 
The  genealogists  of  the  North,  have  traced  f* 
family  far  back,  and  given  a  list  of  his  ancesK 

who,  according  to  them,  was  the  first  who  croi 
eJ  the  great  sea,  to  Caledonia,  from  which  ci 
ounstdnce  his  name  proceeded,  which  signifil 


:'*5rt»\  men.    His  battles  were  on  every  coast. 

.::■  thousand  streair.s  rolled  down  the  blood  oi  his 

nies.     His  fame  filled  green  Erin,  like  a  pl«a. 

Tntga'.e.    The  nations  gathered  in   UUin,  and 

:il.ey  blessed  the  king ;   the  king  of  the  race  of 

irfteir  fathers,  irocl  the  land  of  binds. 

-<  "  The  chiefsf  of  the  south  were  gathered,  ia 

::-.e3i  of  their  pride.    In  the  horrid  cave 

,  they  mixed  their  secret  words.  Thither 

V  said,  the  spirits  of  their  fathers  camej 

,  tlieir  pale  forn.s  from  the  chinky  rocks, 

.    ...  .^.u.r.ding  them  of  the  honour  of  Bolga. 

::^rhy  should  Conar  reign,  the  son  of  streamy 

aJaorven  ? 

1  "  They  came  forth,  like  the  streams  of  the 
I!  esert,  with  the  roar  of  their  hundred  tribes. 

' was  a  roc'i  before  them  :  broken  they  roll- 

every  side.  But  often  they  returned,  and 
ms  of  UUin  fell.  The  king  stood,  among 
he  tombs  of  his  warriors,  and  darkly  bent  hi» 
t  nournful  face.  His  soul  was  rolled  into  itself; 
matkedthe  place  where  he  was  to  fall ;  whea 
Trathalcarae,  in  hisstrength,  the  chief  of  cloudy 
Itorvcn.  Nor  did  he  come  alone ;  Colgar  was 
tt  his  side ;  Colgar  the  son  of  the  king  and  of 
tfhite-bosomed  ScUn-corma. 


Great  Ocean.    Genealogies  of  so  ancient  a  date, 
however,  are  little  to  be  depended  upon. 

t  The  chiefs  of  the  Firbolg,  who  possessed 
themselves  of  the  south  of  Ireland,  prior,  per- 
haps, to  the  settlement  or"  the  Cael  of  Caledonia, 
and  the  Heuri^'es  in  UU:er.  From  the  sequel,  it 
appears  that  the  Firbolg  were  by  much  the  most 
powerful  nation  :  and  it  is  probable  that  the  Cael 
must  have  submitted  to  them,  had  they  not  re- 
ceived succours  from  their  mother-country,  uftUsB 
tke  command  of  Conar. 
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"As  Trenmor,  clothed  with  meteors,  desseii  f  i 
from  the  halls  of  thunder,  pouring  the  dark  stoi 
before  him  over  the  troubled  sea  :  so  Colgar  c 
scended  t)  battle,  and  wasted  tiie  echoing  fie  « 
His  father  rejoiced  over  the  hero:  but  an 
cp.-.ne.  His  tomb  was  raised,  with  u;  :.  — 
The  Icing  was  to  revenge  his  son.  He  Iif;hten  »1 
forward  in  battle,  till  Bolga  yielded  at  h  j 
streams. 

"  Wlien  peace  returned  to  the  land,  and  1 
blue  waves  bore  the  iiing  to  Morven  :  then 
remembered  his  son,  and  poured  the  silent  tt 
Thrice  did  the  bards,  at  the  cave  of  Furmon 
call  the  soul  of  Coigar.  They  called  him  to  I 
hilis  of  his  land ;  he  heard  ihem  in  his  mi  ' 
Trathal  placed  his  sword  in  the  cave,  that  t 
»pirit  of  his  son  might  rejoice." 

«  Colgarf,  son  of  Tratha!,"  said  Filbn,  "  th> 
wert  renowned  in  youth  !   But   the  king  ha 
not  marked  my  sword,  bright-streaming  or  ■ 
field.      1  go  forth  with  the  crowd :    1  re 
without  my  fame.     But  the  foe  approaches 
sian.    I  hear  their  murmur  on  the  heath. 
sound  of  their  steps  is  like  thunder,  in  the  b 
som  of  the  ground,  when  the  rocking  hills  »i 
their  groves,  and  not  a  blast  pours  from 
darkened  sky." 

Sudden  I  turned  on  my  spear,  and  raised  tl 
flame  of  an  oat  on  high.  I  spread  it  large  c 
Mora's  wind.  Cath'^tor  stopt  in  his  cours 
Gleaming  he  stood,  like  a  rock,  on  whose  sid' 
are  the  wandering  of  blasts;  whii  h  se'-"  ' 
echoing  streams  and  clothe  them  over  w 


t  The  poet  begins  here  to  mark  strongly  tl 
character  of  FiUan,  who  is  to  make  so  great i 
ftgurc  ill  the  sequel  of  the  poem. 
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!  the  friend  of  strangers.  The  winrislift 
.  locks.  Thou  art  the  tallest  of  tri« 
:  lia,  king  of  streamy  Atha  ! 

f  bards,"  said  Cathmor,  «  FonailT, 
;  icfs  of  Erin.  Call  red-haired  Cormar, 
■ltd  Malthos,  the  side-long-locking 
.  Maroran.  Let  the  pride  of  Folda'h 
'he  red-rolling  eye  of  Turlotho.  Ncr 
,;•-  be  forgot;  bis  voice,  in  danger,  is 
i'lnd  of  a  shower,  when  it  fal's  in  the 
v;:l?,  near  Atha's  falling  stream." 
crime,  in  their  clanging  arms.  They 
cr-A;irdto  his  voice,  ?.s  if  a  spirit  of  their 
fathers  spoke  from  a  cloud  of  night.  Dreadlu  I 
ihonetheyto  the  light;  like  the  fall  of  the 
---im  of  Brumo,  when  the  meteor  lights  it  be- 
vhe  nightly  stranger.  Shuddering,  he  stops 
in  his  journey,  and  looks  up  for  the  beam  of  the 

«'  Why  delights  Foldath,"  said  the  king,  "  to 
pour  the  blood  of  foes,  by  night  ?  Fails  his  arms 
In  battle,  in  the  beams  of  day  ?  Few  ate  the  foes 
before  us,  why  should  we  clothe  us  in  mist  ?  The 
xaliant  delipht  to  shine,  in  the  battles  of  their 
Jantl.  Thy  counsel  was  in  vain,  chief  of  Moma  ; 
the  eyes  of  Morven  io  not  sleep.  T  hev  are 
watcht'i;!,  as  eap'es,  on  their  mossy  recks.  Let 
each  cullcct,  beneath  his  cloud,  the  strength  of 
"  "s  tearing  tribe.     To-morrow  1  move,  in  light, 

meet  the  foes  of  Bolga !  Mighty  was  he,  that 

low,  the  lace  of  Borbar-dulhul ! 


fl  FahSr,  *  uia  man  of  song,'  Bel 
troduction  of  Chriftiantiy,  a  name  v 
■posed  upon  any  person,  till  he  h?-<\  ni 
^"  ;e!f  by  some  remarkable  action,  : 
lame  should  b«  detiTed. 


I 
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«' Not  unmarked,"  said  Foldath,  "were 
steps  befoie  thy  race.  In  light,  I  met  the  f 
of  Cairbar;  the  warrior  praised  my  deeds.  : 
his  stone  was  raised  without  a  tear!  No  b 
iUBgover  Erin's  king;  and  shall  the  foes  reji 
along  their  mossy  hills  ?  No;  they  must  not 
joice  :  he  was  the  friend  of  F^jlda;  h.  Our  w  o 
were  mixed,  in  secret,  in  Monia's  silent  ca 
whilst  thou,  a  biy  in  the  field,  pursuedst 
thistle's  beard.  With  Muma's  sons  I  shall  ii 
abroad,  and  find  the  foe,  on  his  dusky  hi 
Fingal  shall  lie  without  his  song,  the  grey-hai 
kincof  Sclma." 

"  Dost  thou  think,  thcu  feeble  man,"  repl 
the  chief  of  Atha  ;  "  dost  thou  think  that  he. 
fall,  without  his  fame,  in  Erin  !  Could  the  b 
be  silent,  at  the  ton.b  of  the  mighty  Fingtil  ?  I 
song  would  burst  in  secret  ;  and  the  spirit  of  l 
king  rejoice.  It  is  when  thou  srhalt  f.ill,  that  t 
bard  shall  forget  the  song.  Thou  art  dark,  cl: 
of  Mcjma,  though  thine  arm  is  a  tempest  in  \v 
Do  I  forget  the  king  of  Erin,  in  his  narrow  hou 
My  soul  is  not  lost  to  Cairbar,  the  brother  of  i 
love.  1  marked  the  bright  beams  of  joy,  wh 
travelled  over  his  cloudy  mind,  vihen  I  returc 
wHh  fame,  to  Atha  o-  the  stre-.ms." 

Tall  they  removed,  beneath  the  words  of  t 
king;  each  to  his  own  dark  tribe;  where,  lui 
ming,  they  n.l'.ed  <  n  the  heath,  faint-elilien 

the  nightly  wind.  Beneath  an  oak,  lay  the  ch  ' 
of  Atha:  his  shield,  adaskyround,  hung  hi: 
Near  him, against  a  rock,  leiiiied  the  str.uigcrt 


malla,  the  da-gUciof  Co"--;,^^  kjngoV  Inis-hui 
th^_  ancient  -77,, g  „f  ^i^^^  pg^t  ^f  South  Brit; 
T^ch  ii  next  to  tUe  Irish  coast.   She  had  folic 
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Tnis-huiia  :  that  beam  of  light,  with  wandering 
locks,  from  Lumen  of  the  roes.  At  distance 
rose  the  voice  cf  Fonar,  with  the  deeds  of  the  days 
of  old.  The  song  fails,  at  times,  in  Lubar's 
growing  roar. 

«'  Crotharli,"  begun  the  bard,  "  first  dwelt  at 
Alta's  mossy  str^m.  A  thousand^  oaks,  from 
iiointains,  formed  his  echoing  hall.  The 
rring  of  the  pc<'pie  was  there,  around  th» 
feast  o  the  blue-eyLd  king.  But  who,  among 
his  chiefs,  was  like  the  stately  Crotfcar?  War. 
riurs  kindled  in  his  presence.  The  young  sigh 
of  the  virgins  rose.  In  Alnecma  was  the  warrior 
honoured  ;  the  first  of  the  race  of  Bolga. 

'  He  pursued  the  chase  in  Ullin  :  on  the  moss- 

rered  top  of  Drumareo.    From  the  wood  look- 

the  daughter  of  Cathmin,  the  blue-rolling  eye 

of  Con-lama.      Her  sigh  rose  in  secret.      She 

bent   her   head,   midst  her   wandering   locks. 


ed  Cathmor  in  disguise.  Her  story  is  related  at 
large  in  the  fourth  book. 

II  Crothar  was  the  ancestor  of  Cathmor,  and 
the  first  of  his  family,  who  had  settled  in  Atha, 
is  in  his  time,  that  the  first  vvvj-s  were  kin. 
between  the  Firbolg  and  Gael.  The  pro. 
jriety  of  the  episode  is  evident  ;  as  the  contest 
which  originally  rose  between  Crothar  and  Conar, 
subsisted  afterwards  between  their  posterity-,  and 
*as  the  foundation  of  the  story  of  the  present 

•  ^  From  this  circumsfanca  we  may  learn,  that 
.the  art  of  building  with  stone  was  not  known 
in  Ireland  so  early  as  the  days  of  Crothar.    When 

the  colony  were  long  settled  in  the  country,  the 
'•Its  of  civil  life  began  to  increase  among  them ; 
'fyt  we  find  nidation  made  oftlie  lowers  of  AUi* 
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The  moon  lookeJ  in,  at  night,  a 

w hitc-tosiin;? of  her  arms;  for  she  thought  o  I 

the  niighty  Crothar,  in  the  season  ot  her  dreams  ■ 

«  Three  days  feasted  Crothar  with  Cathrnii  " 
On  the  fourth  they  awaked  the  hinds.  Cor 
lama  moved  to  the  chase,  with  ali  her  lovel 
steps.  She  met  Crothar  in  the  narrow  pat! 
The  bow  fell,  at  once,  f.nm  hsr  hand.  SI 
turned  her  fj'ceav.'ay,  and  hall-hid  it  with  h. 
locks.  The  love  of  Crothar  rnse.  Hebiou^;! 
the  white-bos, .n:ed  maid  to  Atlia.  Bards  rair^ 
the  sonR  in  li-'.  presence;  joy  dwelt  round  tl 
daughter  of  Ull'n. 

"  The  pride  'if  Torloch  rose,  a  youth  who  hv 
ed  the  white-handed  Con-lama.  He  car.e  wit 
battle,  to  Alnecir.a;  to  Athaof  the  rocs.  Co 
mulweiit  forth  to  the  strife,  the  brother  of  c,i 
borne  Crothar.  Ke  went  forth,  but  he  ft! 
and  the  sigh  of  his  people  rose.  Silent  r.i 
lall,  across  the    stream,    came   the    c 


lama. 

"  Battle  on  bf.ttle  comes.  Blood  is  poured 
blood.  The  tombs  of  the  valiant  rise.  Erii 
tlouds  are  hung  round  with  ghosts.  The  chii 
of  the  south  gathered  round  the  echoing  shit 
of  C'othar.  lie  came  with  death  to  the  paths 
the  fee.    The  virgins  wept,  by  the   streams 


in  the  lime  of  Cathmo'-,  which  could  not  v, 
be  applied  to  wooden  buildings.  In  Caled  i 
they  begun  very  early  to  build  with  stone.  No 
cf  the  houses  of  Fingal,  excepting  Ti-foirm. 
vv-ereofwood.  Ti-foirmal  was  the  great  h, 
where  the  bards  met  to  repeat  their  compositio 
annua'ly,  before  they  submitted  them  to  I 
judgment  of  tJif  kiiis  '•>  Selm*. 
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They  looked  to  tte  mist  of  the  hill, 


nding  like  the  eagle  of  heaven,  with 

r     'iing   wings,  when  he  forsak.es  the 

■jlas:  ^iith   joy,    the   son    of  Tienmor   came;. 

nConar,  arm  of  death,  from  Morvcnof  the  groves. 

■He  poured  his  might  along  grqen  Erin.    Death 

Ibliinly  strode  behind  his  sword.    The   sons   of 

iBolga  lied  from  his  cr  urse,  as  from  a  stream, 

1  .    ,       s    '  •  :     :•.    :  i    _;   ruiy desert,  rolls  the 

ir'  echoing   woods. 

1.  .  ;  ;   it  Alnecma's  war- 

i   .      .  Aula  slowly  retired, 

when  he  visits,  in  bis  robes  of  mist,  Lara  of 
an  streams.  The  withered  grass  is  covered 
ilh  dew  :  the  field,  though  bright,  is  sad." 

^  The  delicacy  of  the  bard,  with  regard  to 
Crothar,  is  remarkable.  As  he  was  the  ances- 
tor of  Cathmor,  to  whom  the  episode  is  addres- 
sed, the  bard  softens  his  defeat,  by  only  mentioh- 
iag  that  his  people  .led.  Cathmor  took  the  song  of 
Fonar  in  an  unfavoui-afale light.  The  bards,  being 
of  the  order  of  the  druids,  who  pretended  to  a 
foreknowledge  of  events,  were  supposed  to  have 
some  su'iernaiural  presuente  of  luturity.  The 
king  thought,  that  the  choice  of  Fouar's  sonR 
proceeded  from  his  foreseeing  t'.e  unfcrtunaie 
Issue  of  the  war;  and  tha-  his  own  fate  was 
iShadowed  out,in  that  of  his  ancestor  Crothar.  1  he 
attitude  of  the  bard,  after  the  reprimand  of  his 
patnin,  is  picturesque  and  affecting.  We  admire 
thespeechiof  Cathmor,  but  lament  the  effect  it 
has  vn  the  feeling  soul  of  the  guud  old  poel. 
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«f  Whv  wakes  the  bard  before  me,»'  said  CaUs- 
»cr.  «  the  memory  of  Ihose  who  fled  ?  Ha 
some  chost,  from  his  dusky  cloud,  bent  forwai. 
to  thine  ear-  to  frighten  Cathmor  from  thefleli 
with  Lhe  tales  of  old  ?  Dwellers  of  the  folds  o 
B^ohf  vcur  voice  is  but  a  blast  to  me;  whic) 
t"  kes'the'ev  thistle's  head  and  strews  H 
beard  on  st«ams.  Within  my  bosom  is  a  voice 
mhers  hear  .1  net.  His  soul  forbids  the  k.n 
«f  Fi-in  to  shrink  b^ck   from  war  . 

•  Atohed  the  b..d  sinks  back  in  night ;  retired 
ht  bends  above  a  sircam,  h.s  thoughts  a'^^e  o>^^Jh 
^I^%rHir1e:rs'^n;e^"i"Sdown;tb,, 
"^^':kl;jJ^*^i^d!-N.  sleep  comes  dnwno 
Cathmor's  eyes.  Dai  k ,  in  his  soul,  he  saw  u 
spirit  of  low-laid  Cairbar  He  sa>*  "™>  ^'t'";' 
his  song,  rolled  in  a  blast  of  night,  he  ro. 
His  Vtepsverc  round  the  host.  He  struck,  ; 
times  his  echoinP,  shield.  The  sound  reacht 
Ossia'i's  ear,  on  Mora  of  the  hinds. 

«  Fillan,"  I  said,  "the  toes  ac'Aa.  ce     I  he  i 
the  shield  of  war.     Stand  thou  in  the  naru.  1 
path.    Ossian  shall  mark  Ihcir  >-ours..     ii  ov^  i 
^.y  fall  the  host  shall  pour  ;  then  be  thy  buck.  \ 
beard.     Awake  the  kir.g  on  his  h^lh,  lest   ■ 
fomeihonld  cease."    I  strode  in  aU  my  rattb. 
Qrn,Q .  widp  houndin?  over  a  stream  that  dark  w 
vTndedri"  the"field%fo,^  the  king  of  A.h  1 
Gre^n  Aiha's  king,  with  bfted  ,=P<=a'-,  wfnf  ft,  1 
wa-d  on  iTiv  course.    Now  would  wc  have  mixi 
n;    homd   fravt    li'-'^    two    contending  ghos. , 
tending  .fcr^vard_,_  from  „two^c!ouds,^^sc,  ^ 


forth  the 


on  h'gh.'the'helmet  of  Erin's  kings.   The  eagU 
vine  sprerd  above  it,  rustling  m  the  breeze.      J 
red  s'tar  looked  througti  the  plumes.    I  s>opt  U 1 
Ufle^  spear.  I 
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"  The  helmet  of  kings  is  before  me!  ^Vho  art 
thou,  son  of  night  ?  Shall  Ossian's  spear  be  re- 
nowned, when  thou  art  l.iwly  laid  !"  At  olice 
he  dropt  the  gleaming  lance.  Gro-ning  before 
me  seemed  the  form.  He  stretched  his  hand  ia 
night ;  and  spoke  the  words  of  kings. 

"  Friend  of  the  spirit  of  heroes,  do  I  meet  thee 
thus  in  shades  ?  I  have  wished  for  thy  stately 
Steps  in  Atha,  in  the  days  of  feasts.  Why  should 
«iy  spear  now  arise?  The  sun  must  behold  us, 
Ossian;  when  we  bend,  gleaming,  in  the  strife, 
t'uture  warriors  shall  mark  the  place  ;  and  shud. 
dering  think,  of  other  years.  They  shall  marji  it, 
like  the  haunt  of  ghosts,  pleasant  and  dreadful 
to  the  soul." 

"  And  shall  it  be  forgot,"  I  said,  "  where  we 
meet  -in  peace  ?  Is  the  remembrance  of  battle* 
slways  pleasant  to  the  soul  i  Do  not  we  bcrold, 
With  joy,  the  place  where  our  fathers  feasted  f 
But  our  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  on  the  field  of  their 
wars.  This  stone  shall  rise,  with  all  its  moss, 
and  speak  to  other  years.  '  Here  Cathmor  and 
Ossian  met;  the  warriors  mel  in  peace!'  When 
thou,  O  s-cne,  slialt  fail  :  and  Lubar's  stream 
roll  quite  ?.way !  tliCn  shall  the  traveller  come, 
and  bend  here,  perhaps,  in  rest.  When  the  dark- 
ened moon  is  rolled  over  his  head,  our  shadowy 
forms  may  come,  and,  mixing  with  his  dreams, 
remind  him  of  this  place.  But  why  turnest  thou 
CO  dark  away,  son  of  Borbar-du'hul  r" 

"  Not  forgot,  son  of  Fingal,  shall  we  ascend 
these  winds.  Our  deeds  are  streams  of  light, 
befo  V  the  eyes  of  bards.  But  darkness  is  rolled 
on  Atha;  the  king  is  low,  without  his  song: 
still  there  was  a  beam  towards  Cathmor  from 
bis  stormy  soul;  like  the  moon,  in  a  cloud, 
amidst  the  dark-red  course  of  thunder." 

••  Son  of  Erin,"  I  replied, "  my  wnitik  dwelft 
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■r  t  in  hh  house*.    My  hatred  fiies,  on  eagle- 

^^  inr,  frnin  the  foe  that  is  low.    He  shall  hear 

rj  of  bards;  Cairbar  shall  rejoice  on 

or's  swelling  soul  arose;  he  took,  the 
om  his  side  ;  and  placed  it  gleaming  in 
d.  He  placed  it  in  my  hand,  with  sighs, 
s  id,  silent,  strode  away.  Mine  eyes  followed 
his  departure.  He  dimly  gleamed,  like  the 
form  of  a  ghost,  which  meefs  a  traveller  by 
eight,  ..n  the  dark-skirted  heath.  His  word* 
are  dark  like  songs  of  old  :  with  morning  stride* 
the  unfinished  shade  away. 

Wpi^I  comes  from  Lubar's  vale  ?  From  the 
folds  of  the  morning  mist  ?  The  drops  o!"  hea- 
ven are  on  his  head.  His  steps  are  in  the  paths 
•f  the  sad.  ItieCarri!  of  other  times.  Become* 
from  Tura's  silent  cave.  I  behold  it  dark  in  the 
rock,  through  the  thin  folds  of  mist.  There, 
perhaps,  CuchuUin  sits,  on  theblast  which  bentl*  i 


*  The  grave,  often  poetically  called  a  house* 
This  reply  of  Ossian  abounds  with  the  mcst  ex- 
alted sentiments  of  a  noble  mind.  Though,  of 
all  men  living,  he  was  the  most  injured  bj  Cair- 
bar, yet  he  laid  aside  his  'age  as  the  foe  was  low. 
How  different  is  this  from  the  behaviour  of  the  ' 
heroes  of  other  ancient  poems ! 

^  The  morning  of  the  second  day,  from  the 
cipeningof  the  poem,  comes  on.  After  the  death 
of  CuchulUn,  Carril  theson  of  Kinfena,  his  bard, 
retired  to  the  cave  of  Tura,  which  was  :»  the 
neighbourhood  of  Moi-lena,thesceneofthepoem 
of  Temora.  His  casual  appearance  here  enables 
Ossian  to  fulfil  immediately  the  promise  he  had 
made  to  Catbmor,  of  causing  the  funeral  song  to 
I©  be  pronounced  over  the  tonib  of  Cairbar, 
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Its  trees.  Pleasant  is  the  song  of  t!ie  asornii^g 
from  the  bard  of  Erin  ! 

«  The  v.aves  crowd  away  for  fear  :  they  hear  the 
sound  of  thy  coinins  ivvih,  O  sun  !  Terrible  is  thf 
beauty,  son  of  heaven,  when  death  is  folded  la 
thv  lui-ks  ;  when  thou  roilest  thy  vapours  before 
thee,  over  the  blasted  host.  But  pleasant  is  thy 
beam  lo  'he  hunter,  sitting  by  the  rock  in  a  storm, 
when  thou  lookest  from  thy  parted  cloud,  and 
brighienest  his  dewy  locks ;  he  looks  down  ou 
the  streamy  vale,  and  behold^  the  decent  of  roes. 
How  long  Shalt  thou  rise  on  wax,  and  roll,  a 
blooJy  shield,  through  heaven  i  I  see  the  deatlis 
of  heroes  dark- wandering  over  thy  face  !" 

"  Why  wander  the  woids  of  Carril?  Does  the 
•on  of  heaven  mourn.'  He  is  unstained  in  his 
course,  ever  rejoicing  in  his  fire.  Roll  on,  thou 
careless  light ;  thou  too,  perhaps,  must  fall.  Thy 
dun  rc'beil  may  seize  thee,  struggling,  in  thy  sky. 
"  P.casant  is  the  voice  of  the  song,  O  Carri'.,  to 
Ossian's  soul !  It  is  like  the  shower  of  the  morn- 
ing, when  it  Comes  through  the  rustling  vale,t>ii 
■which  the  sun  Ivoks  through  mist,  just  rising 
from  his  rocks.  BJt  this  is  no  time,  O  bsrd  !  to 
sit  d.pwn,  at  the  stiife  of  song.  Fingal  is  in  arna 
on  the  \?1;.  Thou  secst  the  flaming  shield  of 
the  king.  His  i ace  darkens  between  his  locks, 
he  beholds   he  wide  roUir.g  of  Erin. 

«  D.ies  not  Carril  behold  that  tonib,  beside  the 
roaring  streni  >  Three  stones  lilt  their  grey  heads 
beneath  a  bending  oak.  A  king  is  lowly  laid; 
Hive  thou  his  soul  to  the  wind.  He  is  the  bro- 
ther oi  Cathmor!  Ooen  his  airy  hall!  Let  thy 
song  be  a  stream  of  joyno  Cairbar's  daikcne4 


Temora : 


THE     ARGUMENT. 

Mowing  coming  on,  Fingal,  after  a  speech  to 
people,  devolves  the  connnaud  on  Gaul,  th6 
»on  cf  Morni ;  it  being  the  custom  of  the  times, 
that  the  kingshouid  not  engage,  till  the  neces- 
sity of  affairs  required  his  superior  valour  and 
conduct.  The  king  and  Ossisn  retire  to  the 
rock  of  Cormul,  which  overlooked  the  field  Of 
battle.  The  bards  sing  the  war  song.  ~'  ' 
general  conldct  is  described.  .Gaul,  the  soi 
Morni,  distinguishes  himself;  kills  Tur-la- 
thon,  chief  of  Moruth,  and  ether  chiefs  of 
lesser  na:.x.  On  the  other  hand,  Foldath 
who  conmianded  the  Irish  army  (for  Catli. 
mor,  after  the  example  of  Fingal,  kept  him- 
aelf  from  battle)  fights  gallantly  -,  kills  Connal, 
chief  of  Dun. lord,  and  advances  to  engage 
Gaul  himself.  Gaul  in  the  mean  time,  being 
wounded  in  the  band,  by  a  randcm  arrow, i» 
covered  by  Fillan,  the  son  of  f  ingil,  wh« 
performs  prodigies  of  valour.  Night  comet 
•H.    1'be  born  ofFingalrecals  hi*  army.   Tk« 
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fcards  meet  them,  with  a  congratulatory  smifi, 
■  which  the  praises  of  Gaul  and  Fillan  axi; 
rticu'.arly  celebrated.  The  thief*  sit  duwn 
a  feast ;  Fingal  misses  Ci)nnal.  The  epi- 
sode of  Cunnal and  Duth-caron  is  introduced; 
which  throws  further  light  on  the  ancient 
history  of  Ireland.  Carril  is  dispatched  lo 
■  the  tomb  af  Connal.  The  action  of. 
ook  takes  up  the  second  day,  from  th*' 
opeaiisg  of  the  poem. 

BOOK  in. 

WHO  is  that,  at  blue-strearrung  Lubar ;  by 
the  bending  hill  of  the  roes?  Tall,  he 
leans  on  an  oak  torn  from  high,  by  nightly  winds . 
Who  bill  Comhal's  son,  brightening  in  the  last 
of  his  fields  >.  His  grey  hair  is  on  the  breeze:  he 
half  unsheathes  the  sword  of  Luno.  His  eye* 
are  turned  to  Moi-lena,  to  the  dark  rolling  «f 
foes.  Dost  Ihou  hear  the  voice  of  the  kingi  It 
is  like  the  bursting  of  a  stream,  in  the  desert. 
When  it  comes  between  its  echoing  rocks,  to  the 
blasted  field  of  the  sun. 

"  Wide-skirted  comes  down  the  foe !  Sons  of 
Voody  Morven,  arise.  Be  ye  like  the  rocks  of 
Diy  land,  on  whose  brown  sides  are  the  rollinguf 
i»"aters.  A  beam  of  joy  comes  on  my  soul ;  I  see 
Uiein  mighty  before  me.  It  is  when  the  foe  i* 
feeble,  that  the  sighs  of  Fingal  are  heard;  lesC 
death  should  come  without  renown,  and  dark- 
aess  dwell  on  his  tomb.  Who  shall  lead  the 
war,  against  the  host  of  Alnecma  f  It  is  only 
when  danger  grows,  that  my  sword  shall  shine. 
Such  was  the  custom,  heretofore,  of  Trenmor 
the  ruler  of  winds :  and  thus  descended  to  battia 
the  blue-shielded  Trathal  " 

The  chiefs  bend  towards  the  king :  each  dark- 
lyseems  to  claimthe  war.  They  tell,  by  halves, 
tbeixUiiehtydeeJs:  and  turn  their  eyes  oa  Erin. 
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But  far  before  the  rest  the  ion  ef  Morni  stood; 
Kilent  he  stood,  for  who  had  not  heard  of  the 
battles  of  Gaul  >.  They  rose  within  his  soul.  Hi> 
hand,  in  secret,  seized  the  sword.  The  sword 
which  he  brought  trom  Strumon,  when  the 
strength  of  Morni  failed  f. 


f  Strumon,  '  stream  of  the  hill,'  the  nan 
the  seat  of  the  family  of  Gaul,  in  the  ne 
boiirhood  of  Selnia.  During  Gaul's  expedition 
to  Tromathon,  mentioned  in  the  poem  of  Oi- 
thona,  Morni  his  lather  died.  Morni  ordered 
the  sword  of  Strumon,  {which  had  been  preserv- 
ed, in  the  family,  as  a  relique,  from  the  days  of 
CiJigach,  the  most  renowned  of  Us  ancestors)  to 

be  laid  by  his  side,  in  the  tomb  :   at  the 

time  leaving  it  in  ciiarge  to  his  son,  net  to 
it  from  thence,  t;U  he  was  reduced  to  the  last 
extremity.  N^t  long  after,  two  of  his  brothers 
being  slain,  in  battle,  by  Coldaronnan,  thief  of 
Clutha,  Gaul  went  ro  his  father's  tomb  to  take 
the  sword.  His  address  to  the  spirit  of  the  de. 
ceased  hero,  is  the  only  part  now  remaining, 
cf  a  poem  of  O.^sian  on  the  subject.  I  shall  here 
lav  ii  before  the  render. 

GAUL.  "  Breaker  of  echoing  shields,  whose 
head  is  deep  in  shades  ;  hear  niC'irom  the  dark- 
nessof  Ck)ra.     O  son  of  Colgach,  hear ! 

No  rustlinp,  like  the  eagle's  wing,  come 
the  course  of  my  streams.  Deep-bnsnm 
Vhe  mist  of  the  desert,   O  fcing  of  Stn. 

Dwellest  thou  in  the  shadowy  breeze,  that 
pours  Us  dark  wave  over  the  gra  ,t  >  Cease  lo 
strew  the  beard  of  the  thistle ;  O  chief  of  Cloia, 
tear !  i 

Or  ridest  thou  on  a  beam,  amidst  the  darJc 
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'  On  his  spear  stood  the  son  of  Clathol]  in  the 
wamienngif  hio  Wcks.     Thrice  he  raised  h.g 


The  rustling  ri  eag  es  is  heard,  the  munuur- 
ingoiiks  shakelfteii  heads  on  the  hiils;  dreadful 
and  pitasant  is  thy  approach,  friend  of  the  dwell- 
ing of  heroes  ! 

MORNI.  Who  awakes  me,  in  the  midst  of 
n\)  cl  ud,  where  my  lotks  of  mist  spiead  on  the 
winds?  Mixed  with  the  noise  of  streams:  whf 
rises  ihe  voic<:  of  G?.ui  i 

GAUL  My  foes  are  around  me,  Mprni:  their 
dark  shi^s  descend  !roni  their  \v3%es.  Give  the 
swo.d  of  btrumon,  that  beam  which  thou  hidest 
in  th.- night. 

MOKNT.  Take  he  sword  of  resounding  Stru- 
ffion  ;  1  iOok  on  th\  war,  my  son  ;  I  look,  a  dim 
jr.etei'r,  f,om  my  cloud ;  blue-shielded  .Gaul, 
dcstro>  !» 

II  Cl.ilho  was  tht  daughter  of  Cathulla,  king 
of  ir.'.siore.  Fingai,  m  one  of  his  expeditions  to 
■  that  island,  leli  in  lovt  wiin  Clalho,  and  took 
her  to  wife,  aftei  ihe  death  of  Ros-crana,  the 
daugliler  o:  Cofmac,  king  of  Ireland.  Clatho 
was  the  mother  oi  Rvno,  Fillaii,  ai.d  Bosmina, 
mentioned  in  the  baicic  ol  l.ora  Fii.an  is  oftea 
called  the  son  of  Clatho,  to  distinguish  him 
from  those  suns  which  fingai  bad  by  Kus^trana. 
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•Nor  is  he  unseen  of  Fingal.  Sidelong  he  beheld 
his  son.  He  beheld  him,  with  bursting  joy  ;  and 
turne'.i  air.idsl  hit,  crowrted  sou!.  In  silence 
turneii  lUc  king  towards  Mora  of  woods.  He 
bid  the  big  tear  with  his  lucks.    At  length  bis 

"  First  of  the  sons  oi  Morni ;  thou  rock  tha^ 
deficit  the  storm  !  Lead  thou  ir.y  battle,  for 
the  race  of  IfAv-laid  C  rmac.  No  boy's  stafiF  is 
thy  spear:  -•■o  ha:T...  s  beam  of  ligr.t  thy  sword. 
Son  of  Morni  of  EteecL, behold  the  foe;  dtitroy! 
rillau,  obs.  ivc  the  chief:  he  is  not  calm  in 
strife:  orburnshe,  heedless,  in  battle:  niyson, 
observe  the  king.  He  is  strong  as  Lubar's 
stream,  but  never  foams  and  roars.  High  on 
tloudy  Mors,  Fingal  shall  behold  the  war. 
Stand,  Ossiaa,  neir  thy  father,  by  the  falling 
stream.  Raise  the  voice,  O  bards  !  Morv»" 
move  beneath  the  iound.  It  is  my  latter  fie 
clothe  it  over  with  light." 

As  ihe  sudden  rising  of  winds  ;  or  distant  roll- 

■  r.Mubled  seas,  when  some  dark  ghost,  in 

;  c;ives  the  billows  over  an  isle,  the  seat 

,  on    the  deep,   for  many  dark-browtt 

ri   teinbie  is   the  sound  of  the  host, 

-  1.  ving  ovv;r  the  field.    Gaul  is  tall  l)efot« 

til  em  :    'he  streams  glitter  within  his  strides. 

'I  iie  bards  raisot  the  song  by  his  side ;  he  struck 

his  shield  b.  \.\vecu.    On  the  skirts  of  the  blast, 

the  tuufliil  voices  rose. 

"  O'.  Jj'ina,"  said  the  bards,  «  there  burst* 
a  sttc;.m  by  night.  It  swells  in  its  own  dark 
cou.st,  till  morning's  early  beam.  Then  corae* 
it  \4  hite  frini  iNe  hill,  with  the  rocks  and  their 
hundred  n-wvt.3.  F.irbe  my  steps  from  Croi 
Deaf  is  tu.iLling  there.  Be  yea  stream  ft 
•M'Ji-a,  sons  oi  cloudy  Morven.'» 

"  Who  rises,  from  his  car,  on  Clutha  !  T 
Julls  are  troubled  before  the  kiae!   The  d 
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•:■■  lis  erno  round,  and  lighten  at  his  steel.  See 
hi!;),  atnidst  the  foe,  like  Colgach'sf  sportfal 
ghyit ;  wben  he  scatters  the  clouds,  ?jid  rides  on' 
the  eddying  winds  :  It  is  Morni  9f  the  twundiiig 
iteeds !  Be  like  thy  father,  Gaul ! " 

"  Selma  is  opened  wide.  Bards  take  the 
trembling  harps.  Ten  youths  carry  the  oak  t^ 
the  feast.  A  distant  sun-beam  marks  the  hlU. 
The  dusky  waves  of  the  blast  fly  over  the  Belds 
oi  grass.  Why  art  thou  so  silent,  Morven  ?  1  he 
king  returns  with  all  his  fame.  Did  not  the 
battle  roar;  yet  peaceful  is  his  brow?  It  roar- 
ed, and  Fingal  overcame.  Be  like  thy  father- 
Fillan  !" 

They  moved  beneath  the  song.  High  waved 
their  arms,  as  rushy  fields,  beneath  autumnal 
winds.  On  Mora  stood  the  king  in  arms.  Mist 
flies  round  his  buckler  broad,  as  aloft,  it  hung 
on  a  bough,  on  Cormul's  mossy  rock.  1  n  silence 
I  stood  by  Fingal,  and  turned  my  eyes  on  Crom- 
la's  wood :  lest  I  should  behold  the  host,  and 
rush  amidst  my  swelling  soul.  My  foot  is  for- 
ward on  the  heath.  I  glittered,  tail,  in  steel : 
like  the  falling  stream  of  Tromo,  whiOi  nighUf 
winds  bind  over  with  ice.  The  boy  sees  it,  on 
high,  gleaming  to  the  early  beam  :  towards  it  he 
turns  his  ear,  and  wonders  why  it  is  so  silent. 


t  There  ares 
late  invention,  that  this  Colgath  was  the  sa.-ne 
with  the  Galgatus  of  Tacitus,  lie  was  the  ances- 
tor or  Gaui,  the  son  of  Morni,  and  appears, 
from  some,  really  ancient,  traditions,  to  ns\e 
been  kiug,  cr  Vergojret,  of  the  Caledonians  ; 
and  hence  proceeded  ihe  pretensions  of  the  fanii  I  y 
of  Morni  to  *he  throne,  which  created  <i  good 
deal  of  disturbance,  both  to  Comhol  and  bis  s'm 
Fingil. 
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Nor  bent  over  a  au-eam  is  Cathmor,  lite  a 
routh  in  a  peaceful  field  :  wide  he  drew  forward 
the  war,  a  dark  and  trnubled  wave.  But  wien 
he  bclield  Fingal  on  Mora,  his  generous  piide 
arose.  "  s;iall  the  chief  of  Atha  fight  and  no 
king  in  the  field:  Foldath.lead  my  people foilh, 
Th-m  art  a  beam  of  fire" 

Forth  issued  the  chief  of  Moma,  like  a  cloud, 
tlie  robe  of  phosts.  He  drew  his  sword,  a  flamr, 
frcHi  his  side  ;  and  bade  the  battle  move.  The 
tr  bes,  likeridf^i  waves,  dark  pour  their  strength 
around.  Haugiity  is  his  stride  before  them  :  his 
red  eye  roils  in  wrath.  He  called  the  chief  of 
JDunratho  ;  and  his  words  were  heard  :— 

"  Cormu!,  thou  behold'rst  that  path.  It  winds 
green  behind  the  foe.  Place  thy  people  there  ; 
lest  Morven  should  esc/ipe  from  my  sword.  Ba  ds 
of  preen-valleysd  Erin,  let  no  voice  of  yours 
arise.  The  sons  r.f  Morven  must  fall  without 
song,  rhey  are  the  foes  of  Cairbar.  Hereafter, 
shall"  the  trKvcUer  .v.eet  their  dark,  thick  mist 
on  Lena,  where  it  wanders,  wi'h  their  ghosts, 
beside  the  recdv  I?.ke  Xever  shall  they  rise,  with. 

Conn.il  djrkcnr-J   as  he  went :    behind   him 

rushed  h  s  'rite.     Ihey  sunk  beyond  the  rock: 

G-m]  spjke   to  FiUan  of  Moruth ;   as  his  eye  ■ 

1   the  course  of  the  dark-eyed  king  of 

o     "  Thiiu  bc-holdest  the  steps  of  Cor. 

thine  arm  be  strong.     When  he  is  low, 

.  iugal,  remember  Gaul  in  war.      Here  I 

,  v.^id  into  batfle,  amidst  the  ridge  of 

The  sign  of  death  arose ;  the  dreadful  sound 
of  Morn.'s  shield.  Gaul  pouied  his  voice  be. 
twcen.  Fingal  rnse^  high  on  Mora.  He  saw 
them,  tr  m  wing  to  wing,  bending  in  the  strife. 
Gleiminpjon  his  .  wn  d  .rk  h>Sl,  the  strength  of 
Atna  stoi.d.  They  were  like  two  s,  irits  of 
heaven,  standing  each  on  his  gloomy  c^iuH  } 
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[When  the?  pour  abroad  the  winds,  and  lift  the 

froai  ing  seas.  The  blue-tumbling  of  waves  is  be- 
I  f,^,p  j,,.,r,j  marked  with  thp  paths  of  whales. 
J  \ei  31  e  calm  .ind  bright;  and  the  gale 

'c  111  of  light  hangs  high  in  air?  It  is 

•.uii,  OGiul;   thou  f')lc'est  ih;  r.i  to<:cther 


ed  spouse  sijeti-hes  her  wh-ie  a-in^,  in  deums, 
to  the  returning  kin?,  as  she  sleeps  by  gurgling 
.Moruth,  in  hercisorde:ed  locks.  It  is  h  sghost, 
Oichrn.a  ;  the  chief  is  lowly  laid.  Harken  pot 
to  the  wiiids  for  Turlathon's  echoing  shie!d.  It 
is  pier..td,  by  his  streams,  and  its  st-und  is  past 
away. 

.  N.t  peaceful  is  the  hand  of  Foldath:  he  winds 
his  cuurss  in  blood.  Connal  met  him  in  fight  ; 
they  mixed  their  clanging  steel.  Why  should 
mine  eyes  behold  theni !  Connal,  'hy  locks  are 
grey.  Thou  wert  the  I'rlcnd  of  strangers,  at  the 
llio;3.t:ovt>ed  rockof  Du]i-li>ra      WLcii  ilieskies 

The  sti4"iiger  hc3;d' the' vvinrfs  v.ith.nit  ;  and 
rejoiced  at  ny  burningoak.  \Vh\,  sen  of  DuLti- 
eai"on,  art  thou  laid  in  b'ood  !  Ihe  biutcd  tree 
bends  abuve  thee:  thy  shield  lies  broken  n-.ar. 
Thy  blood  mixes  with  the  stream ;  thuu  breaker 
of  the  shields ! 

I  took  the  spear,  in  my  wrath ;  but  Gaul  rush- 
ed forward  on  the  fee.  The  feeble  pass  by  his 
side ;  his  rage  is  turjied  on  Moma's  chief.  Now 
they  h.d  raised  ll.eir  d^athful  spears  :  unseen  an 
arrow  came.  It  pierced  the  hand  of  Gaul;  his 
steel  fell  sounding  to  en  th.'  Young  Fillan  ca:ne|i. 
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with  Cormul't  shield,  and  stretched  it  large  bei 
fore  the  king.  Foiditn  sent  his  sliout  abroad 
andkindltd  all  the  field;  as  a  blast  that  lifti 
the  bi-oad-w ingta  fiamc,  over  Lumon's  echoinj 
groves. 

"  Sou  of  blue.eyed  Clatho,"  saidiGaul,  " 
■art  a  beam  from  heaven;  that  coming  on 
troubled  deep,  binds  up  the  tempest's  wing. 
Core  ul  is  fallen  before  thee.  Early  art  ihou  ia 
the  fame  of  thy  fathers.  Rush  not  too  far,ai| 
hero,  I  cannot  lift  the  spear  to  aid.  I  sland 
harmless  in  battle:  but  my  voice  shall  be  poured 
abroad.  The  suns  of  Morven  shall  hear,  and 
reniember  my  fo.nner  deeds." 

Hi,  tetribie  voice  rose  on  the  wind,  .he  host 
bend  forward  in  the  fight.  Often  had  they 
he.:rd  him,  at  Strumon,  when  he  called  them 
toUiechdseof  ihe  hinds.— Himself  stood  tall, 
amidst  the  war,  as  an  oak  in  thtslcirts  of  a  storm, 
which  now  is  clo  hed,  on  high,  in  mist:  theft 
shows  its  broad,  waving  head;  the  musing  hun- 
ter hfts  his  eye  from  his  own  rushy  field. 

My  so.,1  pur.-ues  thee,  O  Fillan,  through  the 
path  of  thy  fame.  Thou  rolledsl  the  foe  before 
thee.  Now  Fcldalh,  perhaps,  would  fly;  but 
night  caine  down  wi.  h  its  clouds  ;  and  Cathmor'* 
horn  was  heard.  The  sons  of  Morven  heard  the 
voice  of  Fing-.il,  from  Mora's  gathered  r 
The  bards  p:  ured  their  song,  like  dew,  on 

*'  Who  comes  from  Strumon,"  they  said, 
*'  amidst  her  wandering  locks?  She  is  mournful 
in  her  steps,  and  lifts  her  blue  eye  towards  Erin. 


ambush  behind  the  CAledonian  army.  It  appeal*' 
that  Fillan  hao  iiillcd  Cormul,  otherwise  hpj 
could  nut  be  supposed  to  have  possessed  hinistiffi 
uf  uie  ikield  of  tb^t  chief. 


115 

ivhvsrt  thoii  ssd,  Evir-choma!  V/ho  is  like 
hy  thief  in  renown?  He  deicende«1  dreadful  to 
jattle  :  he  returns,  like  a  light  from  a  cloud, 
aeli.ied  thcsu-o'd  In  wrnlL ,  tiiey  shrunt  be- 
fore b;ue-shie'dc;'i  GjuI  ! 

"J"-,,  like  the  rustling  cjaie,  comes  on  the 
lou:  of  'he  king.  He  r- members  the  battles  of 
M  ;  the  days,  wherein  his  lathers  fought.  Tbc 
days  of  old  return  on  Fiiigai's  mind,  as  he  be- 
holds  the  renown  of  hisson.  As  the  sun  rejoice* 
from  his  cloud,  over  he  tree  his  beams  have 
raised,  as  it  shakes  its  louelj-  bead  on  the  heath  ; 
sojoyful  is  the  king  over  FiiUn. 

•«  Ab  the  '■oiling  of  thunder  en  hills,  whea 
Lara's  fields  are  sUll  r.nd  dark,  such  are  the  steps 
of  Movven  pleasant  and  dreadful  to  the  ear. 
Thev  return  with  their  sound,  like  vagles  to  their 
dark.browed  rock,  after  the  prey  is  torn  on  the 
field,  the  dun  sons  of  the  bounding  hind.  YmUF 
fethers  rejoice  from  their  clouds,  sons  of  streamy 

Such  was  the  nightly  voice  of  bards,  on  Mora 
f  of  the  hinds.  A  flame  rose,  from  an  hundred 
oaks,  v.'hich  winds  had  tor;',  from  Cormul's 
steep.  The  feast  is  spread  in  the  midst :  around 
sat  the  gleaming  chiefs.  Fing?.;  is  th;  re  in  his 
strength;  the  eagle-wing  of  his  iielmct  sounds: 
the  rustling  blasts  of  thewesi,  unequal,  j-ushed 
through  night :  Long  looked  the  king  iu  i^ilence 
round  ;  at  lengtn  his  «  ords  were  heaid. 

«  My  so'jl  feels  a  want  in  our  joy.  I  behold 
•  breach  among  my  friends.  The  head  of  una 
tree  is  low  :  the  squally  vind  pours  in  on  Selma. 
^heieisthechiefofDun-lcraJ  Ougiit  he  to  be 
forg-.)t  at  the  feast!  When  did  he  forge>  the 
stranger,  iu  the  midst  of  his  echoins  hall  ?  Ye 
are  filent  in  my  ;»resence!  O  tinal  is  Chen  no 
more  Joy  meet  thee,  O  warrior,  like  a  stream 
(flight!  Swift  be  tliy  course  to  thy  fathers,  ia 
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V-e  folds  of  the  mountain-winds  !  Ossisn, 
soul  is  fire:  kindle  the  memory  of  the  king 
Awake  Che  baltleaof  Conn;.!,  when  first  he  si 
in  war.  The  Idtks  of  Connal  v.  ere  grex  ; 
days  of  youth  were  mixed  with  mine,  in 
tiay  Duth-caron  first  strung  our  bows  against  the 
roes  of  Dup-lord." 

in   green-tilled  Inis-fail.     Often  did     ur 

arise,  over  the  blue-tumbling  waters  ;    whci 

came,  in  other  days,  to  aid  the  race  oi  t  rnar. 

The  strife  roared  once  in  Alnecir.a,  al  t.  e  i 

cover v-a  streams  of  Dulh-ulrv.      v>   ...    >. 

dcscendedtobatileDutn-can  r  1 

Ten.    Nor  descended  Dathi, 

■was  by  his  side,  the  long-li.i 

nal,  lift.ng  the  first  of  bis  sp.'.        - 

command  them,  O  Fingal,  to  aid  the   kin 

Erin. 

'*  Like  the  bursting  strength  of  a  stream, 
sons  of  Bolga  rushed  to  war  :  Coii-uila  wa: 

The  bv.-,'?   -.7=  r;.,,v.  .  •.  ;'  t';."''  ,'l'' ,'','  '  ■..' 


plain :    like  scattered  mist,  tied  tiie  people  of 
UUin'ff. 


^  The  Inhabitants  of  UUin  O'  Ulster,  who 
were  ot  the  rate  of  the  Caledonians,  scan  alono 
to  have  been  the  firm  friends  to  ihe  succession 
in  the  family  of  Conar.  The  Fiiboii,  were  onl/ 
subject  to  them  by  constraint,  and  tmbiuLedcvtry 
epportunity  to  throw  off  th^r  yokci 
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their  flying  friends,  like  two  rocks  with  thdf 

tc-.ls  'if  pine.    Night  came  down  on  Duth-ula  ; 

.;,  „.  «'rode  the  chiefs  over  the  field.    A  moun- 

:     .Jill  roared  across  the  path,  nor  coujd 

.  j;i  bound  over  iU  tcuEse.  «  Whystu-ids 

.,"  said  Connal,  "  I  hear  the  rushing 

'-  riy  Connal,"hesa!d;  "thyfather'sstrenglh 
begins  to  fail.  1  come  wounded  from  baUle; 
here  let  me  rest  in  night."  «  But  thou  shalt 
not  remain  a'.one,"  said  Connal's  bursting  sigh. 
"  My  shield  is  an  eagle's  wing  to  cover  the  king 
of  Diin-lora."  He  bends  dark  above  the  chief: 
the  nnghty  Duth-caron  dies. 

"  Day  rose,  and  night  returned.  No  lonely 
bard  appeared,  deep  musing  on  the  heath :  and 
could  Connal  leave  the  tomb  of  his  fnther,  till 
he  should  receive  his  fame  >  He  bent  the  kovr 
against  the  roes  of  Duth-ula;  he  ipread  the 
lonely  fea.-t.  Seven  nights  he  laid  his  head  on 
the  ton-.b,  and  s?.w  his  father  in  his  dreams.  He 
saw  him  rolled  dark,  in  a  blast,  like  the  vapour 
•f  reedy  Lego.— At  length,  the  steys  of  Colgant 


t  Colgafi,  the  son  cf  Lathmul,  was  thepiin- 
eipalbardof  CormacMac-Conar.kingoi  Ireland. 
Part  of  Sn  old  pc>em,  on  the  loves  of  Fin^al  and 
Ros-crana,  is  s' ill  preserved,  and  goes  under  the 
name  of  this  Coigan  ;  but  wheiher  it  is  of  his 
eompusition,  or  the  production  of  a  later  age,  I 
V  all  not  pretend  to  determine.  Be  that  as  it 
Will,  it  appears,  from  the  obsole'.e  phrases  which 
it  contains,  to  be  very  ancient;  and  its  poetical 
merit  may  perhaps  excuse  me  for  laying  a  tran- 
slation of  it  before  the  reader.  What  remains  of 
the  poem  is  a  dialogue  in  a  lyric  measure,  bs* 
Iween  Fingal  and  Ros-crana,  the  daughter  *i 
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ttltotte,  the  bard  of  high  Temora.     Duth-caroi! 
received  his  fame,  and  brightened,  as  he  ro; 


Cormac,  Shebeens  with  asoliioqur,  whichji 
overlieard  by  Fingal. 

ROS-CRANA.  "  By  night,  came  a  dream  to 
Ros-crana  .'  I  leel  my  beating  soul.  Na  vision 
of  the  forms  of  the  dead,  came  to  the  blue  eye» 
of  Erin.  But,  rising  f,om  the  wave  of  the  north, 
I  beheid  him  bright  in  his  locks.  I  beheld  the 
son  of  the  king.  My  beating  soul  is  high.  J 
laid,  my  head  down  in  night :  again  ascended  the 
form.  Whydela^est  thou  thy  coming,  young 
ridCi  of  streamy  waves? 

But,  there,  far  distant,  becomes;  where 

roll  their  green  ridges  in  mist !  Young  dweller  of 
my  soul  ;  why  dost  thou  delay  ? 

FINGAL.  It  was  the  soft  voice  of  Moi-len*  ! 
the  pleasant  breeze  of  the  valley  of  roes !  But 
why  di.st  thoa  hide  thee  in  shades  !  Young  love 
of  heroes  rise.  Are  not  thy  steps  covered  with 
light !  In  thy  groves  ihou  appearest,  Ros-crana, 
liice  the  sun  in  the  gathering  of  clouds.  Why 
<"ost  thou  hide  thee  in  shades  i  Young  love  of 

ROS-CRANA.  My  fluttering  soul  is  h  „ 
Let  me  turn  from  the  steps  of  the  kins-  He  ha»  j 
heard  ray  secret  voice,  and  shall  my  blue  eyes 
roll,  in  his  presence  !  Roe  of  the  hill  of  moss, 
toward  thy  dwelling  I  move.  Meet  me,  yp 
breezes  of  Mora,  as  I  move  thro'  the  valley  of 
winds.  But  why  should  he  ascend  his  ocean?  ' 
Son  of  heroes,  my  soul  is  thine  I  My  steps  shall  , 
not  move  to  the  desert ;  the  light  of  Rus-cranOi ' 
h  li«;«. 
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■J ,«' Pleasant  to  the  car,"  said  Fingil,   «i»  tfce 

•  'raise  of  the  kings  of  men  ;  when  their  bows  are 

r  rron  Mn  battle;  when  they  soften  at  the  sight 

■  old.     Thus  let  my  name  be  renowned, 

r.l5  shall  lighten  ray  rising  soul.    Carril, 

:  ii'ena;  take  the  bards  and  raise  a  tomb. 

'  :et  Connal  dwell,  within  his  narrow 

;-t  not  the  soul  of  the  valiant  wander 

\^  inds.      Faint  glimmers  the  moon  on 

•-:,  through  the  broad-headed  groves  of 

Raise  stones,  beneath  its  beams,  to  alt 

n  111  war.    Thousrh  no  chiefs  were  they, 

,j  I  hands  were  strong  in  fight.    They  were 

Hi  :  in  danger:  the  mountain  from  which 

I  ;;-..;  my  eagie  wings.    Thence  am  Irenown* 

eJ  :   C  ;rril  forget  not  the  low." 

Lj  :il,  at  once,  from  the  hundred  bards,  rose 

I' the  song  of  the  tomb.  Carril  strodebefore  them  ; 
they  are  the  murmur  of  streams  behind  him. 
Silence  dwells  in  the  vales  of  M)i-lena,  where 
each,  with  iis  own  dark  stream,  is  winding 
beiweeu  the  hills.  I  heard  the  voice  of  the 
i' bards,  lessening,  as  they  moved  along.  I  lean- 
ed forward  fr 'm  my  shield  ;  and  felt  the  kind- 
Kng  of  my  soul.    Half-formed,  the  words  of  my 


riNGAL.  It  was  the  light  tread  of  a  ghost 
the  fair  dweller  of  eddying  winds.  Why  deceiv. 
est  thou  me,  with  thy  voice?  Here  let  me  rest 
in  shades.  Shouldst  ihou  stretch  thy  white 
arm,  from  ihy  grove,  thou  sun-beam  of  Cormac 
of  Erin! 

ROS-CRANA.  He  is  gone!  and  myb^ueeye*. 
are  dim:  faint.rolling,  in  all  my  tears.  But, 
there,  I  behold  him,  alone.  King  of  Moivefi, 
my  soul  is  thine.  Ah  me  !  what  clanging  of  v. 
Mur!  Culc-uUa  of  Atba  U  uearl" 
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a«ng,burst  forth  upon  the  wind.  So  I«srs  atre 
on  tlie  vale,  the  voii.eof  spring  around  :  ii  puu 
its  green  leaves  to  t^ '    '    '        "    ' 


the  hunter  sees  it,  with  joy,  from  the  blasti 
heath. 

Young  Fillan,  at  a  distance  stood.  His  helm 
lay  gliteringontheground.  His  dark  hair  i 
to  the  blast:  abeam  of  light  is  Clatho's  soi 
heard  the  words  of  the  king  wiihjoy;  and  learn 
forwa'd  on  his  spear. 

"  My  son,"  said  casr-bome  Fingal ;  " 
thy  deeds,  and  my  soul  was  glad.  The  fame  i 
nur  fathers,  I  said,  bursts  from  its  gathered  clom 
Thou  a.l  brave,  son  of  Clalho  ;  but  headlong i 
the  slriie.  So  did  not  Fing;il  a.lvance,  though  b 
never  feared  a  foe  Let  thy  people  be  a  ridge  Ik 
hind,  they  are  thy  stroiigrh  in  the  field.  Thei 
shalt  thou  be  long  renowned,  and  behold  th 
tonabs  of  thy  fathers.  The  me.nory  of  tt 
returns,  my  deeds  ifl  other  years:  when 

We  bend  towads  the 'voice  of  the  king, 
moon  looks  abroad  from  her  tloud.    The  grey 
ibirud  mist  is  near,  the  dweiling  of  the  ghost*. 


Temora : 


THE  ARGUMENT, 

second  night  continues.    Fingal  relates,  at 

the  feast,  his  own  first  expedition  into  Ireland, 

I  and  his  marriage  with  Ros-crana,  the  daughter 

of  C'^rm^c,  king  of  that  island.    The  Irisk 

'  chiefs  con\eue  in  the  presence  of  Cathmor. 

The  situation  of   the  king  described.     The 

story  of  Sul-malia,  the  daughter  of  Corumor, 

king  of  Inis-huna,  who,  in  the  disguise  of  a 

young  v.-arrior,  had  followed  Cathmor  to  the 

•wai.    The  su'len  behaviour  of  Foldath,  who 

had  commanded  in  the  battle  of  the  preceding 

dav,   renews  the  difference  between  Mm  and 

M:..:;  05;  but  Cathmor  enterposing,  ends  it. 

i  :U  feast,  and  hear  Uie  song  of  Fonar 

Cathmor  retires  to  rest,  at  a  distance 

-•  army.     The  ghost  of  his  brother 

appears  to  him  in  a  dream;  and  ob- 

fortcls  the  issue  of   the  war.     The 

S' li    .;  ly  of  theking.    He  discowrs  Sul-malla. 

Morning   couies.      Hw   soliloquy   closes    the 

kook. 


Jjtj     "  I  sat  on  Selma's  streamy  n 
when    Connal  rose,  from   the    sea,   with  1 
broken  spear  of   Duth-caron.    Far  distan!  s' 
the   youth,  and  turned  away  his  eyes;   fc_ 
remembered  the  steps  of  his  father,  on  his  o 
green  hills.     I  darkened  in  my  place:    i 
thoughts  rolled  over  my  soul.     The  k.in_ 
Erin   rose  before   me.    I   half-nnsheathed  1 1 
sword.     Slowly  approached    the   chiefs;    tl 
lifted  up  their  silent  eyes.    Like  a  ridge  of  clou 
they  wait  for  the  bursting  forth  of  my  v™' 
it  was  to  them  a  wind  from  heaven,   tc 
the  mist  away. 

« I  bade  my  white  sails  to  rise,  before  th( 
cf  Cona's  wind.  Three  hundred  youths  look 
from  theirwaves,  on  Fingal's  bossy  shield.  H' 
en  the  mast  it  hung,  and  marked  the  dark  J 
sea.  But  when  the  night  came  down,  I  str 
at  times,  the  warning  boss  :  I  struck,  and  lo« 
vn  high,  for  fiery-haired  Ul-erinf.    Nor  waS 

*  This  episode  has  an  immediate  conned 
with  the  story  or  Connal  and  Duth-caron,  iir 
fatter  end  of  the  the  third  book.  Fingal,  sit 
beneath  an  oak,  near  the  palace  of  Selma, , 
covers  Connal  just  landing  from  Ireland.  ' 
danger  which  threatened  Coniiac,  king  of 
land,  induces  him  to  jail  immediately  to 
island.  The  story  is  introduced,  by  the  kin| 
a  pattern  for  the  future  behaviour  of  Fil 
whose  lashne^s  in  the  prececWng  battle  is  r< 

t  Ul-etin, '  thegttids  to  Ireland,'  a  star  kno  I 
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le  star  of  hcaren :  It  tra\'elled  Vecl  bctwef  a 
ouds  :  I  pursued  the  lovely  beam,  on  the 
;leamingdeep.    AVith  morninp,  Erin  rose  in 

Wc  came  into  the  bay  of  Moi-lena,  where 

'js  blue  waters  tumbled,  in  the  bosom  of  echoing 

roods.    Here  Cormac,  in  his  secret  hall,  avoided 

!rengt'ii  of  Colc-uUa.    Nor  he  alone  avoids 

oe:    the  blue  eye  of  Ros-crana  is  there: 

los-cranat,  while-hauded  maid,  the  daughter  of 

king. 

•  Grey,  on  his  pointless  spear,  came  forth  the 

iged  steps   of   Cormac.    He  smiled,   from  his 

jving  locks,  biit  gr".ef  was  in  his  soul.    He  saw 

few  before  him,  and  his  sigh  arose.    "  1  see 

e  arms  of  Tichmor,"  he  said ;  "   and  these 

e  the  steps  of  the  kins !    Fingal !  thou  art  a 

am  of  li^ht  to  Cormac's  darkened  soul.     Early 

thy  fame,  ray  son  :  but  strong  are  the  foes  of 

Erin.    They  are  like  the  roar  of  streams  in  tte 

land,  son  of  car-borne  Comhal." 

«  Yet  'hev  mav  be  rolled  away,"  1  said,  in 
toy  rising  soul.  "  We  are  not  of  the  race  of  the 
feeble,  king  of  blue-shielded  hosts.  Why  should 
fear  come  amongst  us,  like  a  ghost  of  night? 
The  soul  of  the  valiant  grows,  as  foes  increase 
In  the  field     Roll  no  datkness,  king  of  Erin,  on 

I  the  young  in  war." 
" "  The  bursting  tears  of  the  king  came  down. 
Be  seized  my  hand  in  silence.  "  Race  of  the 
daring  Trenmor,  I  roll  no  cloud  before  thee. 
Thouburnsst  in  the  fire  of  thy  fathers.  Ibehold 
thy  fame.  U  marks  thy  course  in  battles,  like  a 
Stream  of  light.    But  wait  the  coming  of  Cair- 

foy  that  name  in  the  days  of  Fingal,  and  very 
I  useful  to  th)se  who  sailed,  by  night,  from  the 
Hebrides,  or  Caledonia  to  the  coast  of  Ulster. 
■        t  K«s-c:aaa,  W5«  the  cioUier  of  Ossian. 
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harf:  my  son  must  join  thy  sword.  He  calls  I  l 
tlie  sons  of  Ullin,  from  all  their  distant  strean  | 
"  We  came  to  the  hall  of  the  king,  where  ,  1 
tose  in  the  midst  of  rocks:  rocks,  on  wh<  a 
dark  sides  were  the  marks  of  streams  of  o  i 
Broad  oaks  bend  around  ■••'ith  their  moss :  t  i 
thick  birch  waves  Us  green  head.  Half-hid,  ,3 
her  shady  grove,  Ros-crana  raised  the  soi 
Her  white  hands  rose  on  the  harp.  1  beheld  1 
fcUie-rolling  eyes.  She  was  like  a  spirit^  u  ' 
ven  half  folded  in  the  skirt  of  a  cloud. 


.    -f  Cairbar,  the  son  of  Connac,  wns  afterwar 
king  of  Ireland.    His  reign  was  short,     lieu 
succeeded  by  his  son  Artho,  the  father  of  tt 
Cormac  who  was  niuidered  by  Cairbar  the  sa 
Borbar.dulhul. 

II  The  attitude  of  Ros-crana  is  aptly  illustr; 
ed  by  this  simile  ;  for  the  ideas  of  those  "'  " 
eonceming  the  spirits  of  the  deceased,  wi 
so  glooiTiy  and  disagreeable  as  those  of  suc( 
ages.  The  spirits  of  women,  it  was  suppose 
regained  thai  beauty  which  they  possessed  wb 
living,  and  transported  themselves,  from  place 
place,  with  that  gliding  motion,  which  Hojr. 
ascribes  to  the  gods.  The  descriptions  whi 
poets,  less  ancient  than  Ossian,  have  left  -- 
those  beautful  figure;,  that  appeared  somi 
on  the  hills,  are  elegant  and  picturesque, 
compare  them  to  the  '  rain-bow  on  str 
•r  the  gliding  of  sun-beams  on  tlie  hills.' 

■  A  chief  who  lived  thiee  centures  ago,  retur 
ingfiom  the  war,  understood  that  his  wife 
mistress  was  dead.  The  bard  introduces  bi 
speaking  the  foHowing  soliloquy,  when  he  cat 
•V  ithin  sight  of  the  place  where  he  had  left  Ju 

t  his  departure. 

"M,  sojl  da.kcus  in  sorrow.    1  behold  a 


125 

'  "  Three  days  we  feasted  at  Moi-lena:  she 
rose  bright  amidst  my  troubled  soul  CormMC 
Kheld  me  dark.  He  gnve  the  w  hite-bosome* 
■tiaid.  Sht  came  with  bending  eye,  amidst  the 
yrandering  of  her  heavy  locks.  She  came. 
Straight  the  battle  roared.  Col-cuUa  rits!  ed  ;  I 
leized  mv  spear.  My  sword  me,  with  my  people, 
"  ist  the  ridgy  foe.  Alnccmafled.  Col-tulla 
Fingal  returned  with  fame. 
He  is  .en  wncd,  O  Fiilan,  wno  fights,  in  the 

, igth  of  his  people.    The  bard  pursues  his 

steps,  thiough  ihe  land  of  the  foe.  But  he  who 
fights  alone,  few  aie  his  deeds  toother  limes. 
Be  shines  to-day  a  mighty  light.  To-morrow, 
he  is  ow.  One  song  contains  his  fame.  His 
name  is  on  one  dark  field.  He  is  lorgot,  but 
Where  his  tomb  sends  forth  the  tufts  of  grass." 
Such  were  the  words  of  Fingal,  on  Mo  a  of 
le  z  les.  Three  bards,  from  the  rockofCormul, 
poured  do\.vn  the  pleasant  song.  Sleep  descend- 
ed, in  the  s;iund,  on  the  broad-skirted  host. 
Carril  returned,  w  ith  the  bards,  from  the  tomb 
cf  Dun-lora's  king.    The  voice  of  morning  shall 


the  smoke  of  mv  tall.    No  grey  dog  bounds  at 
nry  streams.      Silence  dwells  in   the  valley  of 

"•  is  that  a  rain-bow  on  Crunalh  >  It  flies  : 
the  sky  is  dak.   Again,  thuu  niovest,  bright, 

!  itis  she,  i;iy  love  :  her  gliding  course  on  the 
'iKWom  of  winds!" 

In  succeeding  times  the  beauty  of  Roscrana 
issedintoa  proyerb;  and  theuighest  compU- 
lent  that  could  be  paid  ta  a  woman,  was  ttt 
)n;rire  her  iierson  with  the  Uaughtet  oi  Cor- 


voL.  n. 
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rot  come,  to  the  dusky  bed  of  the  hero. 
inoie  Shalt  thou  hear  the  tread  of  roes,  around 

As  roll  the  troubled  clouds,  round  a  met 
nighl,  when  they  brighten  their  sides,  wi 
light,  along  the  heaving  sea :  so  gathered  Erin,  a- 
round  the  gleaming  formof  Atha's  king.  He,  tall 
in  the  midst,  careless  lifts,  at  times,  his  spear  :  as 
swells  or  ialls  the  sound  of  Fonar's  distant  harp, 
Nearf  him  leaned,  against  a  rock,Sul-malla  of  blue 


I  In  order  to  illustrate  this  passage,  I  shall 
give,  here,  the  history  on  which  it  is  founded, 
<i3  I  have  gathered  it  from  other  poems.  The 
nation  of  the  Firbolg  who  inhabited  the  south  oi 
I.  eland,  being  originally  descended  from  the  F~' 
gs,  who  possessed  the  south  and  south-west  coaa» 
of  Britain,  kept  up,  for  many  ages,  an  amicable 
eorresjiondcnce  with  their  mother  country  ; 
sent  aid  to  the  British  Belgsj,  when  they  weife 
pressed  by  the  Romans  or  other  new  comers  fronj 
the  continent.  Con-rnor,  king  of  luis-hun^ 
(that  part  of  South  Britain  which  is  over  agaiu^ 
the 4rish  coast)  being  attacked,  by  what  enemj) 
is  not  mentioned,  sent  for  aid  to  Cairbar,  lord  ol 
Atha,  the  most  potent  chief  of  the  Firbolg 
t-'irbar  dispatched  his  brother  Cathnior  tr  -'--'■ 
assistance  of  Con-mor.  Cathmor,  after  va 
vicissitudes  of  fortune,  put  an  end  to  the  war,  by; 
ihc  total  defeat  of  the  enemies  of  Inis.huna,  and 
returned  in  triumph  to  the  residence  of  Con. 
inor.  There,  at  a  feast,  Sul.malla,  the  daughtet 
of  Con-mor,  fell  desperately  in  love  withCathmor. 
who,  before  her  passi  m  was  disclosed,  was  re. 
(SHled  to  Ireland  by  his  brother  Cairbar,  upon  . 
the  news  of  the  intended  expedition  of  FijHial 
t'.ie.ScUb.ish  ite  family  of  Conar  oa  the  IrUl; 
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eye;,  t!;t  white  bosomed  daughter  of  Con.mor. 

,.  Catlur.or,  and  rolled  his  foes  away.  Sul-malla 
I  beheld  him  stately  in  the  hiill  of  feasts  ;  nor 
careless  roiled  the  eyes  of  Cathmor  on  the  long- 

The  third  day  arose,  and  Fithil  came  from 
Erin  of  the  streams.  He  toid  of  the  lifting  up  of 
the  shie.dll'  on  Morven,  and  the  danger  ol  red. 


throne.  The  wind  being  contrary,  Cathmor 
remained,  for  three  days,  in  a  neighbouring  bay, 
•luring  which  time  Sul-malla  disguised  herself, 
in  the  habit  of  a  young  warrior,  and  came  to  of- 
fer him  her  service  in  the  war.  Cathmor  accept- 
ed of  the  proposal,  sailed  for  Ireland,  and  arrived 
in  Ulster  a  few  days  before  the  death  of  Cairbar. 
II  The  ceremony  which  was  used  by  Fingal, 
when  he  prepared  for  an  expedition,  is  related 
by  Ossian,  in  one  of  his  lesser  poems.  A  bard, 
at  midnight,  went  to  the  ha.l,  where  the  tribes 
feasted  upon  solemn  occasions,  raised  the  war 
sonp,  and  thrice  called  the  spirits  of  their  deceased 
ancestors  to  come,  on  their  clouds,  to  behold 
the  actions  of  their  children.  He  then  fixed  the 
shield  of  Trenmor,  on  a.  tree  on  the  rock  of  Selma, 
•triking  it,  at  times,  with  theblunteud  of  a  spear, 
and  singing  the  war  song  between.  Thus  he  did 
forthree  successive  nights,  and  in  the  mean  time, 
messengers  were  dispatched  to  con  venethetribes; 
or,  as  Ossian  expresses  it,  '  to  call  them  from  • 
all  their  streams.'  This  phrase  alJudes  to  the 
situation  of  the  residences  of  the  clans,  which 
were  generally  fixed  in  valleys,  where  the  tor- 
rents of  the  neighbouring  mountains  were  col- 
lected into  one  body,  and  became  large  strean» 
or  rivers.  The  lifting  up  of  the  shield,  was  tile 
phrase  fur  beginuiug  a  war. 
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hiired  Cahbar.  Cathmor  raised  the  tail  i 
Cluba  ;  hut  the  winds  were  in  olher  larnis.  Thres 
days  he  remained  on  the  coast,  and  turned  hit 
eyes  on  Con-mir's  halls.  He  rememheied  the 
daughter  of  s:rangers,  and  his  sigh  arose.  No\^ 
when  the  winos  awaked  the  wave:  from  the 
fcil!  came  a  youth  in  arms  ;  to  lift  the  sword 
whh  Cathmor  in  his  echoing  field.  It  was  the 
white-armed  Sul.malla:  secret  she  dweU  beneath 
her  helmet.  Her  sieps  were  in  the  path  of  the 
king;  ou  him  her  blue  eyes  rolled  with  joy  when 
he  lay  by  his  roaring  streams.  But  Cathmor 
tbouKhtUiat,onLumon,shestill  pursued  '.heroer- 
or  fair  on  a  rock,  stretched  her  while  hand  t 
the  wind;  to  feel  its  course  from  Inis-fail  tjie 
green  d»  elling  of  her  love.  He  had  promised  ti» 
return,  with  his  white-bosu  ed  sails.  Themaid 
is  near  thee,  king  of  Atha,  leaning  on  her  rock. 

The  tall  forms  of  the  chiefs  stood  around  ;  all 
but  dark.l.rowed  Foldath.  He  stood  beneath  a 
distant  tree,  rolled  into  his  haughty  soul.  Hit 
busky  hair  whistles  inthea-ind.  A' tinies,buistt 
the  hum  of  a  song.  He  struck  the  tree,  at  length, 
in  wrath,  and  rushed  before  the  king.  Calm 
and  siaiel) ,  to  the  beam  of  the  oak,  arose  the 
form  of  young  Hidalia.  His  hair  fal;s  round  hi* 
blushing  cheek,  in  wreathsof  wavinglight.  Soft 
was  his  voice  in  Cl'jnra,  in  the  \alley  of  his 
fathers;  when  he  imiched  the  harp,  in  the  hall, 
near  his  roaring  streams. 

"  King  of  Erin,"  said  the  youth,  ♦'  now  is 
time  of  feasts.  Bid  the  voice  of  bards  arise, 
roll  the  night  away.  The  soul  returns,  from 
song,  more  terrible  to  war.  Darkness  settles  oa 
Inis-fail :  from  hill  to  hill  bend  the  ski  tted  clouds. 
Far  and  grey,  en  the  heath,  the  dteadful  striaes 
cf  ghosts  are  seen  :  the  ghosts  of  those  who  fell 
bend  forward  to  their  song.  Bid  thou  the  haips 
to  1  ise,and  tarigiiteatiie  dead,  ga  tneir  wanderiij 


12<» 
«'  Be  all  the  dead  forgot,"  s^d  FoWath'sbtJrst- 
ing  w  1  utU.    "  Did  not  1  fail  in  the  Bcid,  and  shall 
I  hear  ille  songr  Yet  was  not  my  course  ham., 
less   in  battle :  blood  was  a  stream  rcud  my 
steps.     But  the  feeble  were  behind  me,  and  the 
.  foe  has  escaped   my  sword.     In  Clonra's  vale 
»  touch  thou  the  harp ;   let  Dura  answer  to  thy 
I  voice;  while  some  maid  looks,  from  the  wood, 
[  on   thy  long  yeilow  locks.      Fly  from  Lubii's 
I   echoing  plain  ;  it  is  the  fie'd  of  heroes." 
[       «»  King  oi  Temora,"  Mallhos  said,   "  it  is 
i   thine  to  lead  in  wai .    Thou  art  a  fire  to  our  eyes, 
!   on  the  dart-brown  field.    Like  a  blast  thou  hast 
[   past  ov;r  hosts,  and  laid  them  low  in  blood;  but 
i    who   has   heard  my  w.  rds  returning  from   the 
field?   The  wrathful  delight  in  death  ;  their  re- 
Bienibrance  reels  on  the  wounds  of  their  spear. 
Strife  13  folded  in  their  thoughts :   their  words 
are  ever  heard.     Thy  course,  chief  of  Moma, 
was  like  a  troubled  stream.    The  dead  were  roll- 
ed on  thy  path ;  but  others   also  lift  the  gpear. 
We  were  not  feeble  behind  thee,  but  the  foe  wa* 

The  king  beheld  the  rising  rage,  and  bending 
forward  of  either  chief:  for  half-un^heathed,  they 
held  their  s>vords,  and  rolled  their  silent  eyes. 
Now  would  thev  have  mixed  in  horrid  fray,  had 
nut  the  wrath  of  Cathmor  burned.  He  drew  liis 
$word ;  it  fdcamed  through  night,  to  the  higk 
ttaming  oat.  «' S'ins  of  pride,"  said  'he  king, 
«  allay  your  swelling  souls.  Retire  in  night. 
Vh"  shou'd  my  rase  aiise?  Should  I  contend 
with  Uith  in  arms  i  It  is  no  time  for  stiife.  Ra- 
tire  \e  clouds  at  my  fe»st.     Awake  my  souln'a 

They  sunk  from  the  king  on  either  side  ;  likef 
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two  columns  nf  wioraing  mist,  when  the  ti 
rises,    between  them,  on  his  glittering  rocks. 
Dark  is  their  roUingon  either  side ;  each  towards 
its  reedy  pool. 

Silent  sat  the  chiefs  at  the  feast.  They  'ftok. 
ed,  at  times,  on  Atha's  king,  where  he  strode, 
on  his  rock,  amidst  his  settling  soul.  The  host 
lay,  at  length,  on  the  field  :  sleep  descended  on 
Moi-lena.  The  voice  of  Fonar,  rose  alone, 
beneath  his  distant  tree.  It  rose  in  the  praist 
of  Cathmor  son  of  Larthon  of  Lumen.  But 
Cathmor  did  not  hear  his  praise.  He  lav  at  th« 
roar  of  a  stream.  The  n'stling  breeze  of  night 
«ew  over  his  whistling  locks. 

Cairbar  came  to  his  dreams,  half-seen  from  hu 
low-hung  cloud.  Joy  rose  darkly  in  his  fare :  ht 
had  heard  the  song  of  CarriU.   A  blast  si-"""™' 


rity  of  Cathmor  over  his  two  chiefs.  I  sha't  it. 
hislrate  this  passage  with  another  from  a  tragmen' 
of  an  ancient  poem,  just  nowin  my  hands.  •'  A* 
the  sun  is  above  the  vapours,  which  his  beam 
have  raised ;  so  is  the  soul  of  the  king  abov,-  th' 
sons  of  fear.  They  roll  dark  below  bini ;  he  re 
joices  in  the  robe  of  his  beams.  But  when  feebli 
deeds  wander  on  the  soul  of  the  king,  he  is 
darkened  sun  rolled  along  the  sky;  the  valle 
is  sad  below,  flowers  wither  beneath  the  drop 
of  tlie  night." 

+  Carril,  the  son  of  Kinfena,  by  the  orders  o 
Ossian,  sung  t'le  funeral  elegy  at  the  tomb  o 
Cairbar.  See  the  second  book,  towards  the  end 
In  all  the  poems  of  Ossian>  the  vis  ts  of  ghosts  t< 
their  living  friend^,  are  short,  and  their  languag 
obscure,  bnth  whicn  circumstances  tend  to  t''">" 
a  solemn  gloom  on  those  supernatural  st 
Towards  the  latter  end  of  the  speech  of  ih', 
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J\i«  rfark-shirted  tloud ;  which  he  seized  in  tfce 
.b<)5om  of  night,  as  he  rose,  with  his  tame,  to- 
wards his  airy  hall.  Half-mixed  witii  the  noise 
-of  th-  stream,  he  poured  his  feeble  words 

««  J  ly  met    the  soul  of  Cathmor :    his  voice 
was    heard  on  Moi-lena.      The  bard  gave  his 

•  song  to  Cairbar  ;  he  travels  on  the  wind  My 
form  isin  my  father's  hall,  like  the  gliding  of  a 
terrible  light,  which  winds  through  the  desert, 
ill  a  stormy  night.  No  bard  shall  be  wanting  at 
thy  tonb,  wheuthou  art  lowly  laid.  The  sops 
of  song  love  the  valiant.    Cathmor,  thy  name  is 

.apleasant  gale.  The  mournful  sounds  arise!  On 
Lubar's  field  there  is  a  voice !  Louder  still,  ye 
shadowy  ghosts!  the  dead  were  full  of  fame. 
Shrilly  swells  the  feeble  sound.  The  rougher 
blast  alone  is  heard  !  Ah,  soon  is  Cathmor  low!" 
RjllcU  into  himself  be  flew,  wide  on  the  bosom 
of  his  blsst.  The  old  oak  felt  his  departure, 
and  shook  its  whistling  head.  The  k-ng  started 
from  rest,  and  took  his  deathful  spear.  He  lift* 
bis  eyes  around.  He  sees  but  dark-skirted 
njrht. 

"  It  was  the  voice  of  the  king;  but  now  his 
form  is  gone.    Unmark'd  is  your  path  in  the  air, 

,ye  children  of  the  night.    Often,  like  a.  reflected 

beam,  are  ye  seen  in  the  desert  wild  ;  but  ye  re- 


^ost  of  Cairbir,  he  forelels  the  death  of  Cath- 
mor, by  enumerating  those  signals  which,  ac- 
sording  to  the  opinion  of  the  times,  preceded 
!the  death  of  a  person  jenowned.  It  was  thought 
that  the  ghosts  of  the  deceased  bards  sung,  for 
tliree  nights  preceding  the  death  (near  the  place 


tire  in  your  blasts  before  olt  steps  apnmarfc 
Oothen,  ye  feeble  rate;  kmiwleilj-'C  with  y-u 
there  it  none  Your  joys  are  weak,  and  likt 
the  dreams  of  our  rest,  or  the  light-winged 
thought  that  t^ies  across  the  soul.  Shall  Cath. 
mor  so(in  be  low  ?  Darkly  laid  in  his  narrow 
house '  Where  no  morninf; comes  with  her  haif- 
opened  eyes?  Away,  thou  shade!  To  fight  ia 
mine  !  All  further  thought  away  !  I  rush  forth, 
on  eagle  wings,  to  seize  my  beam  of  fame.  In 
the  luneL,'  vale  of  streams,  abiides  the  little|| 


li  From  this  pass.iage  we  learn  in  what  e 
treme  contempt  an  indolent  and  unwarlike  life 
was  held  in  those  days  of  hen.ism.  Whatevef 
a  philosopher  ruay  say,  in  praise  of  quiet  and 
retirement,  1  am  far  from  thinking  but  they 
weaken  and  debase  the  human  mind.  When  tlie 
faculties  f  the  soul  are  not  exerted,  they  lose 
their  vigour,  and  low  and  circuniscribert  notion* 
take  the  place  of  noble  and  enlarged  ideas.  Ac. 
tion,  on  the  contrary,  and  the  vicissitudes  of 
fortune  which  attend  it,  call  forth,  by  turns,  all 
the  powers  of  the  mind,  and,  by  exercising, 
strengthen  them.  Henct  it  is,  that  in  great  and 
opulent  states,  when  property  and  indoienc 
lecured  to  individuals,  we  seldom  meet 
that  strength  of  mind  which  is  so  common 

nation,  not  far  advanced  in  civilization.     I 

•irioui,  but  just  observation,  tha'  great  king. 
*nms  seldom  produce  great  characters,  whith 
Biu't  be  altogether  atirihuted  to  that  indolence 
and  dissipation,  which  are  the  inseparable  cnsr 
paninns  of  too  much  property  and  securit\ 
Borne,  it  is  certain,  had  n.ore  real  great  me 
within  it,  w  hen  its  power  was  confined  withi 
XUe  narrow  t>oi:nd$  af  Latiuin,  than  whea  ii 
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«nul.  ye«r«  roll  on,  seasons  return,  but  he  i» 
still  unknown,  in  a  blast  tomes  tiouJy  dealh, 
and  lays  hU  grey  bead  low.  His  gh.  st  is  rolled 
vn  the  vapour  of  the  tenify  field.  Its  course  is 
never  on  hills, oi  mossy  vales.of  wind.  So  shall, 
not  CathOKi'-  depart.  No  bov  in  the  field  was 
he,  wlio  only  marks  the  bed  of  loes,  upon  the 
echoing  hiUs.  My  issuing  foith  was  with  kings, 
and  my  joy  in  dreadful  plains :  where  brokca 
bests  are    rolled   away,   like   seas   before  the 

S>.  sDoke  the  kin 

ilisri.....  ,  ,-     ,    . 

Rlea-iiingwithin  his  breast,    btately  » 

iinthcheath:thcbeamoftheeastispou'-eaarfuno, 
1  He  saw  his  grey  host  on  the  field,  wide  sp  e^'ding 
i  their  ridi^es  in  light.-  He  rejinced,  like  a  spirit  of 
I   heaven,  whose  steps  tome  forth  on  his  se^s, 

when  he  beholds  them  peni-eful  round,  and  ;tU 
I    the  winds  aie  laid.     Bat  soon  he  awakes  the 

waves,  and  rolls  them  Urge  to  some  echoing 
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ominion  extended  over  all  the  known  wor'd; 
nd  one  petty  slate  of  the  Saxon  heptarchv  had^ 
erhaps,  as  much  genuine  spiiit  :n  it,  .is  the  tw© 
irinsh  kingdjms  united.  As  &  state,  »e  are 
luch  more  powerful  than  r)ur  ancestors,  but  we 
,ould  lost;  by  comparing  individuals  with  them. 
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•JwU.    But  tall  above  the  rest  is  the  hero  « 
streamy  Atha :  he  bends  his  eye  of  love  or 


Such  wercthe  drearasofthe  maid  when  Atha' 
warrior  came'.  He  saw  her  fair  face  before  him 
ia  the  midst  of  her  wandering  locks.  He  kne 
the  maid  of  Lumon.  What  should  Cathmor  d 
Hissigharose:  histears  came  down.  Butstraigh 
he  turned  away.  "  This  is  no  time,  Icing  o 
Atha,  to  wake  thy  secret  soul.  The  battle  i 
rolled  before  thee,  like  a  troubled  stream." 

He  struck  that  warning  bossfj  wherein  dwel 
the  voice  of  war.  Erin  rose  around  him  like  th 
sound  of  eagle-wings.  Sul-malla  started  frnn 
sleep,  in  her  disordered  locks, 
heln.et  from  earth,  and  tren;bled  in  her  place 
«'  Why  should  they  know  in  Erin  of  the  daugh 
ter  of  luis.huna?"  for  she  remembered  the  ri 
of  kings,  and  the  pride  of  her  s 
steps  are  behind  a        •      •      •■ 


'  The  dreams  of  Inis-huna  departed :  thq 


t  In  order  to  understand  this  passage, 
necessary  to  look  to  the  description  of  Calhm 
shield  which  the  [joet  has  given  us  intheseventl  • 
book.    This  shield  had  seven  principal  b 
the  souna  of  each  nf  which,  when  struck  v 
spear,  conveyed  a  particular  i 
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»re  rolled  away  from  my  soul.  I  hear  not  the 
chase  in  my  land.  I  am  concealed  in  the  skirts 
of  war.  I  louk.  forth  from  my  tloud,  but  no 
beam  appears  to  light  my  path.  I  behold  my 
warrior  low ;  for  the  broad-shielJed  king  is 
near;  he  that  overcomes  in  danger;  Fmgal  of 
the  spjars.  Spirit  of  departed  Con-mor,  are  thy 
steps  on  the  bosom  of  winds  (  Comest  thou,  at 
times,  to  other  lands,  father  of  sad  Sul-malla? 
Thou  dost  come,  for  1  have  heard  thy  voice  at 
night :  while  yet  I  rose  on  the  wave  to  streamy 
Iris.fail.  The  ghost  of  fathers,  they  say  t,  can 
seize  the  souls  of  their  race,  while  they  behold 
themlonelvin  the  midst  cf  wo.  Call  me,  my 
fatter,  when  the  kin>  is  low  on  earth;  for  thctt 
I  shall  be  lonely  in  the  midst  of  wo." 


t  Con-mor,  the  father  of  Sul-malla,  was  killed 
in  that  war  from  which  Cathmor  delivered  Inis- 
Luna.  Lormar  his  son  succeeded  Con-mor.  it 
was  the  opinion  of  the  times,  when  a  person  was 
reduced  to  a  pitch  of  misery,  which  could  admit 
of  no  alleviation,  that  the  ghosts  of  his  ancestor* 
talied  his  soul  away.  This  supcrna:ural  kind 
ot  death  was  called  the  voice  of  the  dead  ;  and  is 
beli.;ved  by  the  Highlanders  to  this  day.  This 
credulous  disposi.ion  is  to  be  attributed  princi- 
pally to  the  situation  of  the  country  they 
possess.  As  their  business  was  the  feeding  of 
cattle,  in  dark  and  extensive  deserts,  so  their 
journeys  lay  over  wide  and  unfrequented  neaths, 
where,  ofttiv,  they  were  obliged  to  sleep  in  the 
open  air,  amidst  the  whistLng  of  winds,  and 
roarofwaier-falls.  The  gliominessnf  thcscenes 
around  them  vas  apt  to  beget  that  melanctx'ly 
disposition  .  f  nund,  which  most  readily  receive* 
impressions  of  thje  eKtra()rdinary  aad  suiifctmlua 


Temora : 


THE     ARGUMENT. 

Ossian ,  after  a  short  address  to  the  harp  of  Cona, 
describes  the  arrangement  of  both  armies  un 
either  side  of  the  river  Lubar.  Fin,5al  gives  the 
command  to  Killan:  bii.,  at  the  same  time, 
orders  tJaul,  t^e  son  of  Morni,  wto  had  been 
wounded  in  the  hand  in  the  preceding  'rattle, 
to  assist  him  with  his  counsel.  The  annv  of 
the  Firbolg  is  tommanded  by  Foldath. 
general  onset  is  described.  The  great  act 
cl  Fillan.  He  kills  Rothmar  and  Culmin.  But 
vhcu  Fillan  tunquci  s  in  one  wing,  Foldath 
presses  hard  on  the  other.  He  wounds  D^t. 
mid,  the  son  of  Duthno,  and  puts  the  wh  le 
ving  to  flight.  Dermid  deliberates  wi;h  him. 
self,  and,  at  last,  resolves  t.i  put  a  stop  to  the 
progress  of  Foldath,  by  engaging  him  in  single 
ti.mbat.  When  t'.e  two  chiefs  were  approach. 
ini;  towards  one  «iipther,  Fillau  came  suddenly 
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to  the  reliefof  Demiirt:  engaje^l  Foldath,  an* 
killed  him.  The  behaviour  of  Malthos  towards 
thefallcn  Foldath  Fillan  puts  the  who  e  army 
of  the  Firb;.l!;  to  flight.  The  bt'ok  di  ses  with 
»n  address  to  Clatho,  the  mother  of  that  hero. 

BOOK  V. 

THOU  d«  eller  bei»  een  the  shields  that  hang 
on  high  in  Qssisn's  hall!  descend  fvom  thy 
I^te,  O  harp,  and  let  nie  hear  thy  voice  !  Son  of 
Al:.in,  strike  the  sfnng;  thou  must  avrake  the 
•oul  oi  the  bard.  The  murmur  of  Lora's  stream 
has  rolled  the  la'e  away.  1  stand  in  the  cloud  (;f 
years  :  few  arc  its  openings  towards  the  past,  and 

when     the    \jei.n  r,in.c<  it  U  h,.t    Him    jn.1    Harfc 

whc^e  dwelt  the  lazy  mist. 

Lubar  is  bright  before  me,  in  the  windings  of 
Its  vale.  One  eitherside, on  their  hills,risethetalt 
forms  of  the  kings  ;  their  people  are  poureil 
around  them,  bending  forward  t  ■  their  words  ; 
as  if  iheii  fathers  sp  ke  de'^cending  from  their 
winds.  But  the  kings  were  like  two  rocks  in  the 
midst,  each  with  its  dark  head  of  jjines,  when 
they  are  seen  in  the  dc?ert,  above  low-sailing 
mist.  High  on  the  face  are  streams,  which 
•pread  their  'oam  on  blasts. 
■  Beneath  the  voice  of  Cathmor  poured  Erin, 
like  the  sound  of  flame.  Wide  they  came  down 
to  Lubar;  before  them  is  the  stride  of  Foldath. 
B.;t  Cnthmor  retired  to  his  hill,  beneath  his  bend- 
ing oaks.  The  tuniblincr  of  a  stream  is  near  the 
^ing:  he  lifts,  at  times,  his  gieammr' soear.     It 

Hear  him  stood  the  daugnte  of  Con.mor,  lean- 
ing on  her  n.ck.     She  did   i 
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eheatns.  The  «un  is  there  in  si'.enc;;  ar.d  th.  ' 
dun  moLiatain-roes  corae  down.  On  these  an 
turned  the  eyes  of  Iiiis.huna's  white-bosomec 

fingal  beheld,  on  high,  the  son  of  Borbar-du 
thul :  he  saw  the  deep  rolling  of  Erin,  on  th' 
darkened  plain.  He  struck  that  warning  boss 
vi'hich  bids  the  people  obey ;  when  he  sends  hi 
chiefs  before  him,  to  the  field  of  renown.  Widi 
rose  their  spears  to  the  sun;  their  echoio{ 
shields  reply  around.  Fear,  like  a  vapour,  dii 
not  wind  among  the  host :  for  he,  the  king,  wa 
near,  the  strength  of  streamy  Murven.  Gladne» 
brightened  the  hero;  we  heard  his  woidsof  joy. 

"  iike  the  coming  forth  of  winds,  is  the  soum 
of  Morven'3  sons !  They  are  mountaiu-waterj 
determined  in  i  heir  course.  Hence  is  Fingal  re 
jiowued,  aivl  his  name  in  other  lands.  He  wa 
not  a  lonely  beam  in  danger;  fur  your  step 
were  always  near.  But  never  was  I  a  dreadfol 
form,  in  your  presence  darkened  into  wrath.  U< 
voice  was  no  thunder  to  your  ears  :  mine  ef« 
sent  forth  no  death.  When  the  haughty  appear 
ed,  I  beheld  them  not.  They  were  forgot  at  m^ 
fe-cLsts:  like  mist  they  melted  away.  A  you* 
beam  is  before  you  ;  few  are  his  paths  to  wai 
They  arejfew,  but  he  is  valiant;  defend  my  dark 
haired  sun.  Bring  him  back  with  joy.  Here 
after  he  may  stand  alone.  His  form  is  like  hi 
fathers  ;  his  soul  is  a  flame  of  their  lire.  So«»o 
car-borneMorni,  move  behind  the  son  of  Clatho 
let  thy  voice  reach  his  ear,  from  the  skirts  c 
war.  Not  unobserved  rwlls  battle,  before  thee 
breaker  of  the  shields. ' ' 

The  king  strode,  at  once,  away  to  Cormul' 
tofiy  rock.  As,  slow,  I  lifted  my  steps  belund 
came  forward  the  strength  of  Gaul.  His  shiel 
hung  loose  on  its  thong;  bespoke,  in  haste,  I 
Osslati.    "  Bind,  soa  of  Pitigal,  ihis  shield,  bil) 
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K  high  to  '.he  side  of  Gaul.    The  fee  mav  bch«W 
■■    ar.d  think.  I  lift  the  spear.    If  1  shall  fali,  let 
'  tomb  f>e  hid  in  the  field ;  for  fall  I  must  with- 
[  my  fame :  mine  arm  cannot  lift  the  steel. 
t  n;it  Evirchoma  hear  it,  to  blush  between 
■  Kicks.    FiU,in,  the  mighty  behold  us  :  let  us 
:  forget  the  strife.    Why  should  they  comet 
m  ihcir  hills,  to  aid  our  fiying  field  >." 
ie  strode  oim  ard,  with  the  sound  of  his  shield. 
.My  voice  pursued  hin-,  as  he  went.    "  Can  the 
son  of  Mon.i  fall  without  his  fame  in  Erin  i  But 
the  deeds  of  the  mighty  torsake  their  souls  of 
fire.    They  rush  careless  over  the  fields  of  re- 
nown :  their  words  are  never  heard."   1  rejoiced 
_  over  the  sfeps  of  the  thief:  1  strode  to  the  nicfe 
'of  the  king,  where  he  sal  in  his  wandeiing  lotks, 
amidst  the  mountain-wind. 

In  two  d^k  ridges  btnd  the  fcosrs,  towards 
•  each  other,  at  Lubar.  b^re  Foldath  ro-;e  a  pillar 
of  darkness:  there  brightened  the  youth  of  FIU 
lan.  Each  with  his  spear  in  the  stream,  sent 
forth  the  voice  of  *ar.  Gaul  struck  the  shield 
ofMorven:  at  once  they  plunge  in  battle.  Steel 
poured  its  gleam  on  steel:  like  the  fall  of  streams 
shone  the  field,  «  hen  they  mix  their  foam  toge- 
ther, fro-.n  two  dnrk-browed  rocks.  Behold  he 
canies,  the  son  of  fame;  he  lays  the  people  low  } 
Death  sit  on  blasts  around  him  !  Warriors  strew 
thy  paths,  O  Filjaa! 

Kothniar,  the  shield  of  warriors,  stood  between 
two  chinky  rocks.  Two  oaks  which  winds  had 
bent  from  hish,  spread  their  branches  on  either 
sice.  He  rolls  his  darkening  eyes  on  Fillan,  and 
silent,  shades  his  frieuds.  Fingal  siw  the  ap- 
proaching tight ;  and  all  his  soul  arii«e.  But  as 
the  sione  of  Loda|i  falls,  shook,  at  once  from 

.s  I  have 
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roiking  Driiman.ard,  when  spiri>.   ..>.o.^    i» 
ea  Til  in  ineir  wralh  ;  so  fell  blue-shielded  Kolb 

Near  are  the  siepsnf  Culmin  ;  the  youthit-anit 
bursting  into  tears.     vVraihful  he  cut  tlie  wind 

had  first  bent  the  bt 
of  his  own  blue  srrt 

the  fern.     \Vh'  ,  so.'  of  Cur.aliin,  dust  thou 

Yftuihof  Si rul ha  retire     Your  fathers  wer 
equal,  in  the  glitteiing  strifeof  the  field. 

•he  looks  forth  on  blue-rolling  Slrulba.  A  v 


meant  a  place  of  w 
viaiis.    Otsian.inh 

and  Scandinavia,  bscunie  ac^uiinied  wit.,  s 
of  the  rues  of  the  religion  «-hii.h  prevailed  in  -I 
CO  ntries,  and  f  eqaintly  alludes  to  them  in  nii' 
poems.  There  are  seme  ruins,  ana  circular  palCi 
ofslone,  remainingstill  in  Orkney ,  and  the  island  ' 
of  Shetland,  which  retain  to  this  * 
of  Loda  or  Xoden.     They  s 
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•n'  ii=eson  tbesfream,  dark.e(1din!!rounrt  fte 
I, Ob'  of  her  J4in.  His  (logsf  are  howlin.?  in  the'.r 
lace  his  shield  is  bloody  in  the  h41.  "Art 
»u  Vallen,  my  fair-haired  son,  in  Erin's  dismal 

.  As  a  roe,  pierced  in  secret,  lie*  panting,  by  her 
vonted  streams,  the  hunter  l<Kiks  over  her  feet 
)f  wind,  and  remembers  her  stalely  boundmg 
jcfore  so  lav  the  son  of  Cul-allin  beneath  the 
:ye  of  Fi.lan.  His  hair  is  rolled  jn  a  litUe 
itream  :  his  blood  wandered  on  nis  shield.  Sli  I 
his  hand  held  the  sword,  that  failed  him  m  the 
day  of  his  dung-rr.  "  Thou  art  fallen ,"  said  FiU 
"  ere  yet  thy  fame  was  heaid.  Thy  father 
thee  to  war  :  and  he  expects  to  hear  thy 
needs.  He  is  Rrey,  perhaps,  at  his  streams.turn. 
Ine  his  dim  -^ves  towards  Moi-lena  Bui  thoa 
•halt  not  return,  with  the  spoil  of   the  falka 


t  Dngs  were  thouRht  tn  be  sensiblenf  the  death 
,of  their  master,  let  it  happen  at  ever  so  great  a 
ilistance.  It  was  also  the  ojinion  of  the  time*, 
that  the  arms  which  warriors  left  at  home  became 
bloody,  when  they  themselves  fell  in  batf'.  .  It 
was  from  those  s'^ns  thatCul-allin  is  s. prosed  to 
understand  that  her  son  is  killed  ;  in  which  she 
is  confirmed  by  the  appearanjje  of  his  Rhost.  Her 
luddei  and  shor I  exclamation, on  the  oci  asion,  is 
more  affecting  than  if  she  had  extended  her  com. 
plaints  to  a  greater  length.  Theatti-ude  of  the 
fallc!^.  youth,  and  FiUaii's  refleUions  over  hiin, 
are  natural  and  judicious,  and  tome  forcibly  back 
on  he  mind  when  we  consider,  <■  hat  (he  suppose* 
situation  of  Che  father  of  Culmin,  was  so  similar 
to  that  uf  Fing»l,  &fter  the  death  of  Fiilaa  bin. 
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Fiilan  poured  the  flight  of  Erin  before  hii 
the  echoing  heath.  But,  man  on  man,  fell  Mi 
ven  before  the  dark-red-rage  of  Foldath  ;  for, 
on  the  field,  he  poured  the  roar  of  half  his  trib 
Derniid  stood  before  him  in  his  wrath  :  the  sf 
of  Cona  gather  round.  But  his  shield  is  cleft 
Foldath,  and  his  people  poured  over  the  heath. 

Then  said  the  foe,  in  his  pride,  "  They  ha 
fied,  and  my  fame  begins.  Go,  Malthos,  and  ! 
the  king  to  guard  the  dark-rolling  of  ocean;  tl 
Fingalmay  not  escape  from  my  sword.  Hemi 
Iieone?.rth.  Besidesome  fen  shall  his  tomb 
seen.  It  shall  rise  with.mt  a  song.  His  gho 
sha'l  hover  in  mist  over  the  teedy  pool !" 

Malthos  heard, with  darkening  doubt ;  he  roll 
his  silent  eyes.  He  knew  tht  pride  of  Foldat 
a.nd  looked  up  to  the  king  on  his  hill;  thenjdar 
ly  turning,  he  plunged  his  sword  in  war. 

In  Clono'sf  narrow  vale,  where  bend   W 


Dermid,  the  son  of  Duthnc 
related  in  an  old  poem.  In  the  days 
the  son  of  Trenmor,  the  first  king  f  Irelanc 
Clono  passed  over  mto  that  kingdom,  from  Cale 
donia,  to  aid  Cooar  against  tht  Firbolg.  Bei 
remarkable  for  the  beauty  of  his  person,  he  sc 
drew  the  attention  of  Siilmin,  the  young  wife  < 
an  Irish  chief.  She  disclosed  her  passion,  whic 
was  not  properly  returned  by  the  Ca'edoniai 
The  lady  sickened,  through  disappointment,  an 
her  love  for  Clono  came  to  the  ears  of  her  hus 
band.  Fired  with  jealousy,  he  vowed  levetigi  j 
Clono,  to  avoid  his  rage,  departed  from  Temun  | 
in  order  to  pass  over  into-Scoiland ;  and  beiii 
fcenighted  in  the  valley  mentioned  here,  he  la' 
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e  the  streams,  dark  in  his  grief  HOQ^ 
si'ent  son.  The  blood  poured  from 
his  shield  lay  broken  near.    His  spear 

iinst  a  stone.  Whv,  Dermid,  why  si> 
hear  the  roar  of  battle.  My  pe  pis 
My  steps  are  slow  on  the  heath  ;  and 


own  to  sleep,  "  There,  Lethmal  descend- 
the  ire'.ms  of  Clona:  and  told  him  that 
langcr  was  near." 

GHOST  ot  LETHMAL.  "  Arise  from  thy 
«d  of  moss;  son  of  low-laid  Lethm^lj  arise! 
The  sound  of  the  coming  of  foes  descends  along 
the  wind. 

CLONO.  Whose  voice  is  that,  like  m?.nf 
Itreams,  in  the  season  of  my  restf 

GHOST  of  LETHMAL.    Arise,  thou  dweller 

;  the  souls  of  the  lovely;    son  of  Letiimal, 

CLONO.  Howdreary  is  the  night !  Themooa 

darkened  in  the  sky :   red  are  the  paths  of 

losts,  along   its   sullen    face !    Green-skirted 

leteors  set  around.       Dull  is  the  roaring  of 

..reams,  from  the  valley  of  dim  forms.    I  hear 

thee,  spirit  of  my  father,  on  the  eddying  course 

of  th':  wind.    I  hear  thee, but  thou  bendest  nor, 

•/orward,  thy  tall  form,  from  the  skirts  ol  night." 

As  Clono  prepa-ed  to  depart,  the  husband  of 

5>ilmin  ORme  up,  with  his  numerous  attendants. 

'  Clono  defended  himself,  but,  after  a  gallant  re- 

i.sistance,  he  was  o\erpowered  and  slain.    He  was 

'buried  in  the  place  where  he  was  killed,  and  the 

'  valley  was  called  after  hi.'  name.    Dermid,  in 

,his  request  to  Gaul  the  son  of  Morni,  which 

I  iir.meriiately  fellows  this  paragraph,  alludes  tr 

I.  the  tomb  of  Clono,  and  his  oi '"      """" 

I  ^jiiat  unfortunate  chief. 
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■nihisldU  mine,    Shall  he  then  prevail?  V 
t^.en  after  Dermid  is  low  !   1  will  call  thee  f 
O  Foldath  !  and  meet  thee  \et  in  fight." 

He  took  his  spear,  with'  dreadful  joy,  . 
son  of  Morni  tame.  "  Stay,  son  of  Duthno,s 
thy  speed;  thy  steps  aie  marked  with  hlo  | 
No  bossy  shield  is  thine.  Whyshouldest  H 
fall  una  ned  ?"  -'  Kini;  of  Strumon,  pve  tt 
thy  shield.  It  has  often  rolled  back  the  war. 
shall  stop  the  chiet,  in  bis  course.  Son  of  Mor  . 

throuch  Kjass.     Thc^edwells  a  chief  of  theK 
•f  Dermid.    Plate  me  there  in  niRht." 

H«  slowlv  rose  aorainst  the  hiil,  and; 
troiib'ed  field.  The  glea^iiiiig  ridges  of  t! 
di'^joined  and  broken  round.  As  distal 
on  h  ath  b.  ni^ht,  now  seem  a»  lost  in 
then  resrinf,  l;he'r  n  d  streams  on  the 
Mow  or  cense  the  winds  :  ?o  met  theinter 
%var  the  eye  of  broad-shielded  Derniid.  Throii 
thehost  are  the  strides  of  Foldath,  like  s 

from  between  two  isles,  to  sport  on  echi 

Dermid,  with  rage,  beheld  his  course, 
•treve  to  rush  along.     But  he  failed  in  the  no 
of  his  step?;  and  the  bi?  tear  tatne  down, 
•ounded  h  s  father's  horn  ;  and  thrice  strutk  h 
hossv  shield       He  called  thrice   the  name 
Foldath,  from  his  roaring  trihes.    Foldath,  w 
joy,  beheld  the  chiei :   he  lifted  high  his  t.U«L 
spear      As  a  r'^ick  is  marked  with  streams,  th|i 
fc  1  Toubled  down  its  side  in  a  storm ;  so 
ed  with  wandering  bio- d,  is  the  dark  form* 
I^Ion.a.      The  host,  on  either  side,  wirhdret 
f:  (im  the  contending  of  kings.    They  raise< 
once,  their  ^l-^ming    points.      Rushing    t 
Fillan  of  Moruth.      Three  pates  back   Fold^t 
9  itbdrew ;    dazzled  wilu  Ihat  beam  «f  L 
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ifrh  CT.me,  ai  issuing  from  a  cloud,  to  save  the 
.undcd  bero.  Growing  in  his  pride  he  siood, 
1  called  forth  all  his  steel. 
As  meet  two  bmad-winged  eagles,  in  their 
unding  strife,  on  the  winds  ;  so  rushed  the  tw« 
iets,  on  Moi-lena,  into  gloomy  fight.  By 
rns  ai-e  the  steps  of  the  Icings  forward  on  their 
is ;  for  now  the  dusky  war  seems  to  desccn4 
their  TworUs.  Cathmot  feels  the  joy  of  wai- 
irs,  on  his  mossy  hill  ;  their  joy  in  secret  when 
tigers  1  ise  equal  to  their  souls  His  e;  e  is  not 
ned  onLubar,  but  on  Morven's  dreadful  king; 
.  be  beheld  him,  on  Mora,  rising  in  his  arms. 
Foldath  fell  on  his  sliield;  the  speai  of  Fillaa 
Breed  the  king.  Nor  looked  the  youth  on  the 
lien, but  onward  rolled  the  war.  The  hundre4 
ikes  of  death  artse.  "  Stay,  son  ol  Fingal, 
ay  thy  speed  !  Beholdust  thou  not  that  gleiin'- 
g  form,  a  dieadl'ul  sign  of  deaih  ?  Auaken 
-  -he  king  of  Alnecnia.  Return  son  of  blue- 
,_Clatho!" 

Malt hos  saw  Fnldath  low  .  He  darkly  stoo4 
jove  the  king.  Hatred  was  rolled  froiu  hissoul. 
ie  seemed  a  rutk  in  the  desert,  on  whose  dark 
de  are  the  trickling  of  waters,  when  tbe  slow. 

•hh  winds  He  spoke  to  the  dying  hero,  about 
row  house.  "  ^^  helhershall  tl.y  grey  sti^ne 
UUin  ?  or  in  Moma'sij  wocdy  land,  w  here 


11  Moma  was  the  name  of  a  country  in  the 
Uuth  of  Coniiauglit,  once  famous  for  being  the 
B$idence  of  an  aich.druid.  The  cave  of  Moma 
l^as  thought  to  be  inhabited  by  the  spirits  of  the 
h*efsof  the  Firbolg,  and  Ihcit  posterity  sent  to 
■   ;  tlitre,  as  to  im  oraUc,  concerning  the 
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the  sun  looks,  in  secret,  on  the  blue  stream 
Dal-rutio  ?  There  are  the  sle^s  of  ihy  dauglr 
blue  eyed  Dardu-lena  " 

"  Reniemberest  thou  her,"  said  Foldath,  " 
(fiuse  no  sou  is  mine ;  no  youth  to  roll  the  ba 
before  him,  in  revenge  of  me  >  Maltlios,  1 
revenged.  1  was  n't  peaceful  in  the  field.  R; 
the  tombs  of  those  I  have  slain,  around  my  r 
row  house.  Often  shall  I  forsake  the  ^Iast 
rejoice  above  their  graves;  when  1  behold  li 
spread  around,  with  their  long-whislling  gra; 

His  soul  rushed  to  the  vales  of  Moma, 
tame  to  Dardu-lena's  dreams,  where  she  ali 
by  Dal-rutho's  stream,  returning  from  the  cb  ' 
of  the  hinds.     Her  bow  is  near  the  maidj 
strung;  the  breezes  fold  her  long  hair  on 
-  breasts.    Clothed  in  the  beauty  of  youth, 
love  of  heroes  lay.    Dark   bending,  from 
skirts  of  the  wood,  her  w  ouniicd  father  cai 
He  appeared,  at  limes,  then  seemed  as  hid 
Diigt.    Bursting  into  tears  she  rose  :  she  '  ' 
that  the  chief  was  low.    To  her  came  a 
from   his  sou!  when  folded  in  its  storms.     ' 
wert  the  last  of  his  race,  blue-eyed  Dardu- 

Wide-spreading  over  echoing  Lubar,  the 
'A    Bolga  -s  rolled  along.     Filian  hunpforw 
en  their  steps ;  and  strewed,  wit h  dead ,  the  he: 
Fingal  rejoiced  over  his  son.    Blue-shield  Ca 

Son  of  Alpin,  bring  the  ha:-p  :    give 
praise  to  the  wind  :  raise  high  bis  praise,  in 
tail,  while  yet  he  shines  in  w  r. 

Leave,  blue-eyed  C'latho,  leave  thy  hall.  Bel 
that  early  beam  of  thine.  The  host  is  withe 
in  its  course.  No  farther  look— it  is  dark.  Li 
trembling  from  the  harp,  strike,  virgins,  stij 
the  sound.  No  hunier  he  descends,  from 
dewy  haunt  of  the  bounding  roe.  He  bend*  i 
bJs  bow  un  the  wind ;  or  $«u(ls  his  grey  an 
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jided  in  red  war,  the  battle  rolls  against 
Or,  stnding  midst  the  ridgy  strife,  he 
e  deaths  of  thousands  forth.  FiUan  is 
ritof  heaven,  that  descends  from  the 
his  blast.    The  troubled  ocean  feels  hi« 


Temora  : 


THE    ARGUMENT. 

This  book  opens  with  a  speech  of  Finga!,« 
sees  Cathiiior  descending  to  the  assistance  : 
his  rtying  army  The  king  dispatches  Qss 
to  the  relief  of  Fil'an  He  hiirself  ref.res  I 
bind  the  rock  ot  Corniu  ,  to  avoid  the  sight 
the  engafiement  betwepn  his  s(>n  and  Cathm 
Ossian  advaac  s.  The  descent  of  Calhn 
described.  He  rallies  the  army,  renews  ■ 
battle,  and,  before  Os'^Jan  could  arrive,  enga 
Fi  Ian  himself.  Upon  the  approachof  Ossian, 
Combat  tietween  the  two  heroes  ceases.  Oss 
and  Catiiiior  prepare  to  fight  but  night  cc 
ing  on  prevents  them.  Ossian  returns  to 
plat;e  where  Cathmor  and  Fillan  tought. 
finds  Fillan  mortaUy  wounded,  and  lean 
against  a  tock.  Their  discourse  Fillan  tji 
hi-  body  is  laid,  by  Ossian,  in  a  neiglihoui; 
cave.  The  Caledonian  army  return  to  Fin; 
He  <iueitio»s  itmn  about  his  lun^  and  ur ' 
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i-.ng  '.hat  he  was  killed,  retires, in  silence, 
le  r.>tk  Hi"  Comiul.  Upon  the  retreat  of 
Hrniv  of  Finga!,  ttie  Firbolg  advanie. 
imo.  fiiuls  Bran,  one  of  the  dogs  of  Fin- 
l.ing  on  the  shield  of  Filial),  before  the 
iiKC  of  the  cave,  where  the  body  of  that 
!  ly.  li.s  reflections  thereupon.  He  re- 
turns, ill  11  e  iuicholy  mood,  to  his  am:y.  MaU 
tiios  endeavours  to  comfort  him,  by  the  ex- 
ample of  his  father  Borbar-cuthuU  Cathmor 
retires  to  rest.  The  songcf  SuUmalla  con. 
eludes  the  book,  which  ends  about  the  middle 
of  t!ie  third  night,  iroin  the  oyeniug  uf  the 

,  ,  BOOK  VI. 

•  »    /-^ATHMOR  rises -on  Ms  echoing  hill! 
V^^    Shall  Fingal  take  the  sword  of  I.uno  ? 
.  aat  should  become  of  thy  fame,  son  of 
:.  \somed  Clatho?    Turn  not  thine  eyes 
Fingal,  daughter  of  Inistore.    I  shall  not 
,a  thy  early  beam  ,  it  shines  along  my  soul, 
rise,   O  wood-skirted  Mora,   rise  between 
■ar  hnd  me !  Why  should  Fingal  behold  the 
ife,  lest  his  dark -haired  warrior  should  faU! 
lidst  the  song,  O  Carril^  pour  the  sound  of 
le  trembling  harp ;  here  are  die  voices  of  rocks, 
id  bright  tumbling  of  waters.    Father  of  Oscar, 
Ft  the  spear;  defend  ihe  young  in  arms.    Con- 
sal  thy  steps  from  Fillan's  eyes.    He  must  nut 
BOW  that  I  doubt  his  steel.    No  cloud  of  mi ae 
mil  rise,  my  son,  upon  thy  soul  of  fire ! " 
He  sunk  behind  his  rock,  amidst  the  sound  of 
arril's  song.     Brightening,  in  my  growing  soul, 
_  took  the  spear  of  femora.    I  saw,  along  Moi- 
tena,  the  wild  tumbling  of  battle,  the  strife  of 
|death,  in  gleaming  rows,  disjoined  and  broken 
i»pun<i.    Fillan  is  a  team  of  fire.    From  wing  fo 
Iwing  is  his  wasteful  course.    The  ridees  of  war 
VuL.  II.  ,  G 


£f; 
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B-selt  before  him.    They  aie  rolled,  in  smoL 
f.om  the  fields. 

Now  is  the  coming  forth  of  Cathnior,  ii 
armour  of  kings!  DTiik-roUcd  the  eagle's 
above  his  hcluietof  fire.  Iliicontcrned  ar 
steps,  as  if  they  were  t.i  the  chase  of  Atha. 
i-Kised  at  times,  his  drcatiful  voice;  Etin,  al-ashc. 
gathered  round.  Their  souls  returned  back,  Ijl 
a  stream  ;  they  wondered  at  the  fteps  of  ' 
fear  :  for  he  rose,  like  the  beam  of  tlie  riK 
im  a  haunted  heuth :  the  traveller  looks  baci 
with  henditiR  eye,  on  the  field  of  dreadful  fori 
Suddei.,  fri  lu  tiic  rock  of  Moi-Iena,  are  Sul-n: 
la's  treijibriiG;  stcVi.  An  oak  took  the  spe: 
from  hci  Limk'.s  ;  h.il  -bent  she  loosed  the  lanc( 
but  then  ae  her  eyes  on  the  king,  from  amid: 
her  wandering  locks.  "  No  friendlv  strife 
before  thee  :  no  liyht  contending  of  bfiws,  as  wht 
the  youth  of  Ciuba*  came  forth  beneath  the  ej 
cf  Con-mor." 

As  the  roek  of  Runo,  which  takes  the  passir 

.'.arki'v-  '  '''K-alhrs'o  seemed  tt 

Asdi,\  the  se?,  e:ich  behin 

sids,  jioLire.'  hi.  wHi  r'ors  forth.  Nor  silc-. 
his  hill  IS  Killan  ;  he  mixed  his  wonts  with  hi 
echiVing shield.  An  eafilc  he  seemed,  vnth  sound 
ing  wings,  calling  the  wind- to  his  lock,  when  b 


*  Clu-ba,  '  wind'ngbavi'  an  arm  of  t 

in  Inis-huna,  or  the  westtrn  coast  of  Sout 
Britain.  It  was  in  this  bay  that  Cathmor  we' 
wind-bourd  when  SyUnialU  caniein  thedisguis 
of  a  young  warrior,  to  accompany  him  i     ' ' 
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>.e  coming  forth  of  the  rocs,  on  Lutha'» 
jshy  field.  Now  they  bent  forward  in  battle: 
sath'j  hundred  voices  rose ;  for  the  kings  on 
ther  side,  werelike  fires  on  the  souls  of  the  peo- 
le.  I  bounded  along:  high  rocics  and  trees 
islied  tall  between  the  war  and  me.  But  I 
esi'd  ihenoiseof  steel,betweenmYcIani>ingaraiis. 
ising,  gleaming,  on  the  hill,  I  beheld  the  hatk- 
ards  steps  of  hosts:  their  backward  steps,  on 
"  side,  and  vrildly  looking  eyes.  The  chiefs 
net  in  dreadful  fight ;  the  two  blue-shield. 
js.  Tall  and  dark  througL  gleams  of  steel, 
en  the  St  iving  heroes.  I  rushed.  My  fears 
i'".n  flew,  burning  across  my  soul 
r.ie;  nor  Cathmor  fled  ;  nor  yet  ad\'anced : 
-img  stalked  along.  An  icy  rock,  cold, 
:  seemed.  T  called  forth  all  iny  steel.  Si- 
^t  awnile  we  strode,  on  either  sidei'f  a  rush- 
ream:  then,  sudden  turning,  all  at  once, 
ised  our  pointed  spears.  We  rrised  our 
iwars,  but  night  cauie  down.  It  is  dark  and 
ilent  around,  but  where  the  dis.ant  steps  of 
osts  are  sounding  over  t,  e  heath. 
1  came  to  the  place  where  Fil'.an  fought. 
for  \x)ice  nor  sound  is  'hyc.  A  broken  hel- 
jet  'ay  on  earth ;  a  buckler  cleft  in  twain. 
'WhCie,  Fii;?.n,w  here  art  thou,  young  chief  of 
chiring  Morven  ?"  He  heard  me,  leaning  against 
rock, which  bent  its  grey  head  r  ver  thestrcan^ 
k  heard  ;  but  sullen,  dark  he  stood.  At  length 
s^-.>-  tl-e  chief. 
•  .  .  >  stardest  thou,  robed  in  darkness,  son 
;  e!ina  >  Bright  is  thy  path,  mv  brother, 
..^rk-brown  field.  I.^Mig  has  been  thy 
..  t.^ttle.  N'w  the  hom  of  Fingal  is 
ii.a,\,.  ..si-end  to  the  cloud  of  thy  f.;ther,  to 
lU  tiill  of  feasis.  In  the  evening  mis  t  he  sits, 
lad  hears  the  voice  of  Carril's  harp.  Carry  joy 
o  the  aged,  young  breaker  of  tie  shields," 
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«'  Can  the  vanquished  carry  joy !  Ossiar 
shield  is    mine,     it  lies  broken   on    the 
The   easle-wiiig  of  my  helmet  is   torn, 
when  foes  fly  before  them  that  fathers  delit 
in  their  sons.    But  their  sighs   burst   forth 
screet,  when  their  young  warriors  yield.    > 
Fillan  will  not  heboid  the  king.    Why  shoi 
the  hero  mourn  ?" 

"  Son  of  blue-eyed  Clatho,  why  dost  th 
aw;^e  my  soulj,  Wert  thou  riOt  a  burning  f 
before  him  ;  and'shall  he  not  rejoice  i  Such  fai 
belonged  not  to  essian  ;  yet  was  the  king  s 
a  sun  to  me.  He  lo.ked  on  my  steps  with  jr 
shadows  never  rose  on  his  face.  Ascend, 
Fillan,  to  Mora :  his  feast  is  spread  in  the  (o. 
of  mist." 

«  Ossian,give  me  that  broken  shield:  th! 
feathers  \  hat  are  rolled  in  the  wind.  Place  lh( 
sear  to  Fill-n,  that  less  of  his  fame  may  fi 
Ossian,  1  begin  to  fail.  Lay  nii  in  that  holli 
rock.  Raise  no  stone  above:  L^st  one 
ask  about  my  fame.  I  am  fallen  in  the  first 
my  fields:  fallen  without  ren  wn.  Lr'  • 
voice  alone  send  joy  to  my  flying  soul. 
should  the  feeble  know  where  dwells  the  I 
beam  of  Clatho !"  • 

«  Isthy  spirit  on  the  eddying  wmds,  blue-e^ 
king  of  shields  ?  Jo  pursue  my  hero,  throu 
his  folded  clouds.  The  forms  of  thy  fathers, 
FUlan,  bend  to  receive  their  son.  I  heboid  1 
spreading  of  their  fire  on  Mora  !  the  blue  n 
ing  of  their  misty  wieaths.  Joy  meet  thee,  i 
brother !  But  we  are  dark  and  sari.  1  befr 
the  foe  round  the  aged,  and  the  wasting  aM 
of  his  fame.  Thou  ait  left  alone  in  the  fit 
grey-haired  king  of  Selma." 

I  laid  him  in  the  hcUow  rock,  at  the  ! 
the  nightly  stream.  One  red  star  l.iokec 
the  hero;   winds  lift,  at  times,  his  locks. 
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islencd  :  no  sound  was  heard  :    for  the  warrier 

ilept.    As  Ugh!  niiig  on  a  cloud,  a  thought  came 

I  •ushin^  over  my  soul.     My  eyes  rolled  in  fire; 

•  my  i',  iile  was  in  the  clang  of  steel.     "  I  will 

and  i:.>:e,  chief  of  Atha  in  tbe  gathering  of  thy 

.'Ha.     Why  should  that  cloud  escape,  that 

L\:ei;  our  early  beam  ?  Kindle  your  meteors, 

aihers,  to  light  my  daring  steps.      I  will 

ime  iu  wrath,  t— Should  I  not  return  !    the 

king  ij  without  a  son,  grey.huired  amidst  his 

foes.     His  arm  is  not  as  in  the  days  of  old  :  his 

c^ovvs   dim  in  Erin.     Let  mc  not  behcUch*^ 

noni  high,  laid  low  in  his  l:.t.er  fieldrMe*^ 

fan  I  return  to  the  king  ;  Will  he  nut  ask  about 

■  ■      in  ;  "  Thou  oughtest  to  dLfend  voiiu^  Fil- 

'     I  will  meet  the  foe.     G  een  Inis-fail, 

ounding  tread  i;  pleasant  to  my  car  :  1  rush 

ly  ridgy  host,  to  shun  the  eyes  of  f  ingal. 

I  hear  the  voice  of  the  king,  on  Mora's  misty 

top!   He  calls  his  two  sons  :  I  come,  my  father, 

'in  my  grief.     I  come  like  an  eagle,  which  the 

'flame  of  night  met  in  the  desert,  ana  spoiled  of 

half  his-  wings." 

Distant,  round  the  king,  on  Mora,  the  broken 


I  of( 


+  Here  the  sentence  is  designedly  left  unfinish- 
ed by  the  poet.  The  sense  is,  that  he  was  re- 
aolved,  like  a  destroying  tire,  to  consume  Cath- 
mor,  w!i0  had  kiikd  his  brother.  In  the  midst 
of  this  resolution,  the  situation  of  Fingal  suggests 
'  m,  in  a  very  strung  light.  Heresolves 
o  assist  the  k-ng  in  prosecuting  the 
,L  then  his  shame  for  not  defending  his 
.  recurs  to  him.  He  is  determined  again 
;  find  oat  Cathmor.  We  may  consider 
'.'  ■  .  -  i  ,  the  act  of  advancing  towards  the  ene- 
my, u  hep.  the  horn  of  Fingal  sounded  on  Moraj 
and  tailed  back  his  people  to  his  presence. 
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ridges  of  Morveit  are  rolled.  They  turned  the 
eyes ;  each  darkly  bends,  oa  his  own  ashen  tpci 
Silent  stood  the  king  in  the  midst.  Thojght  ( 
thought  rolled  over  his  soul.  As  vyaves  on 
secret  mountain  lake,  each  with  its  back  of  foar 
He  looked;  no  son  appeared,  with  his  loni 
beaming  spear.  The  sighs  rose,  crowding  fro 
his  soul ;  but  he  concealed  his  grief.  At  lengt 
I  stood  beneath  an  oak.  No  voice  of  mii 
heard.  What  could  I  say  to  Fingal  in  h: 
of  wo  ?  His  words  rose,  at  length,  in  the  midst 
the  people  shrunk  backward  as  he  si»okc  'I. 

*' Where  is  the  son  of  Selma,  he  who  led  i 
war  ?  I  behold  not  his  steps,  among  my  pcoijl 
returning  fi  om  the  field.  Fell  the  young  b-juni 
jng  roe,  who  v.-as  so  stately  on  my  hills  i  He  fejj 
for  ye  are  silent.  The  shield  of  war  is  broM 
Let  his  armour  be  near  to  Fingal ;  and  the  sx 
of  dark-brown  I.uno.  I  am  waked  on 
hills  :  With  morning  I  descend  to  war." 

High  on  Cormai'3  rock,  an  oak  flamed  to  thi 
wind.  The  grey  skirts  of  mist  are  rolled  around 
thither  strode  the  king  in  h;s  wrath.  Distan 
from  the  host  he  always  lay,  when  battle burnet 


l|The  abashed  behaviour  of  the  army  of  Fin;:^ 
proceeds  rather  from  shame  than  fear.  Th« 
king  WPS  noc  of  a  tyrannical  disposition  : 
he  profsses  himself  in  the  fifth  book,  " 
was  a  dreadful  fu,-ni,  in  their  presence,  darkened 
into  wrath.  His  vuice  was  no  thunder  to  their 
ears  :  his  eye  senr  forth  no  death."  The  first 
ages  of  society  a^e  not  the  times  of  arbitrary 
power.     As  t.Se  wmts  of  mankind  are  fe'v    ' ' 

retain  their  independence.      I   is  an  ad\ 

state  of  civilization  that  moulds  themind  to  thJt 
submission  to  government,  of  which  ml 
magistrates  take  advantage,  andtaise  tbemselves 
into  absolute  power. 
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wUhin  his  soul.  On  two  spears  hung  his  shield 
an  high;  the  gleaming  sign  of  death  ;  that  shield 
Which  he  was  wont  to  strike,  by  night,  before  he 
rushed  to  war.  It  was  then  his  warriors  knew, 
when  the  king  was  to  lead  in  strife ;  for  never 
was  this  buckler  heard,  tillFingal's  wrath  arose. 
tJnequHl  were  his  steps  on  high,  as  he  shone  ii» 
the  btain  of  the  oak ;  he  was  dreadful  as  the 
fohn  of  the  spirit  of  night,  when  he  clothet,  on 
hills,  his  wild  gestures  with  mist,  and  issuing 
forth,  on  the  troubled  ocean,  mounts  the  car  of 

r  settled,  from  the  storm,  is  Erin's  sea  o?'- 
„_.  ,  they  glittered  beneatii  the  moon,  mid, 
low-hmr.nir.g,  still  rolled  on  the  field.  Alonp 
ire  the  steps  of  Cathn-or,  before  them  on  the 
iea*h  ;  he  hung  forward,  with  all  his  arms,  on 
Mo  vcn'i  flyinc;  host.  Now  had  he  come  to  the 
rrossy  ca\e.  where  Fillau  lay  in  night.  One 
ree  was  bent  above  the  stream  which  glittered  over 
■h"  r.Kk.  There  shone  to  the  moon  the  broken 
shield  of  Cialh.'sson;  and  near  it,  on  grass, 
lay  tiai;  y-footed  Bran.  He  had  missed  the  chief 
on  Mora,  and  searched  him  along  the  wind. 
He  tbought  that  the  blue-eyed  hunter  slept ;  he 
.  lay  upon  his  shield.  No  blast  canx  over  the 
heath,  unknown  to  boundirg  Bran. 

Cathmorsawthe  white-breastct  dng;  he  saw 
the  broken  shield.  D?.:kness  is  blown  back  en 
his  soul;  he  remembers  the  falling  away  of  the 
people.  "  They  come,  a  stream  ;  are  idled  a- 
way;  another  rate  succeeds.  Hut  some  mark 
the  fields,  as  they  pass,  v.-ith  their  own  mighty 
names.  The  heath,  through  dark-brown  years, 
■     ■  eirs  ;  some  blue  stream  winds  to  their  fame. 

lesebe  the  chief  of  Atha,  when  he  la\s  hinni 

ji  on  earth.    Often  iray  the  voice  of  future 

^es  meet  Calhmor  in  the  air  ;  when  he  strides 
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fmm  wimi  to  wind,  or  folds  himself  in  the 
vf  a  storm." 

Green  Erin  gathered  round  the  kini;,  to  he; 
the  voice  of  his  pow;er.    Their  joyful  faces  bene 
imequal,  forward,  in  the  light  of  the  oak.    The 
who  were  terrible  were  removed  ;  Luharf  wi    ' 
again  in  their  host.     Cathmor  was  that  b< 
from  heaven  which  shone  when  his  people  w 
dark.     He  was  honoured  in  the  midst.    Tl 
souls  rose  trembling  around.    The  king  alone 
gliulness  shewed  ;  no  stranger  he  to  war  ! 

"  Why,  is  the  kimg  so  sad?"  said  Maltho 
eagle-eyed:  ••Remains  there  a  foe  at  Lubar 
Lives  there  among  them  who  can  lift  the  spear 
Not  so  peaceful  was  thy  fsther,  Borbar-duthlil 
sovereign  of  spears.  His  rage  v.-.is  a  !ir< 
always  burned:  his  joy  over  fallen  fee; 
great.  Three  days  feasted  the  grc-haire 
ro,  when  he  heard  that  Calmar  fell :  Calmar 
who  aided  the  race  of  Uliin,  froml.araof  thi 


t  In  order  to  illustrate  this  passage,  it  is  pr 
per  to  lay  be'ore  the  reader  the  scene  of  the  tv 
preceding  battles.  Between  Ihe  hills  of  Mora  ai 
Lona  lay  the  plain  of  Moi-lena,  throjgh  whi, 
ran  the  river  Lubar.  '1  he  first  baltx,  whcreir 
Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni,  commanded  on  thi 
Caledonian  side,  was  f<.ught  on  the  banks  of  Lu 
bar.  As  there  was  little  ad\antagc  obtained, 01 
either  side,  the  arn.i?s,  alter  the  battle,  retained 
their  former  pusitinns. 

In  the  sccondbattle,  wherein  Fiilan  comn 
ed,  the  Irish,  after  the  fall  of  Foid:ith,  v.ci 
ven  up  the  hill  of  Ix.na;  but,  upon  t!ie  cr 
of  Cathmor  to  their  aid,  they  regr,ined  thti 
mer  situation,  and  drove  bacic  the  Ca'cdonians, 
in  their  turn:  so  that  Lubar  winded  aga' 
their  host. 


his  bands,  for  Bjibar-duthul's  eves 
hat!  frtilccl.  Vet  was  thekinga  sun  toils  iriends; 
1  gale  to  lift  their  branches  round.  Joy  was 
around  hiin  in  his  halls :  he  loved  the  sons  of 
,Bolga.  Uis  name  remains  in  Atha,  like  tho 
layful  mcir.ory  of  ghostF,  whose  presence  was 
terrible,  but  they  blew  the  storm  away.  Now 
'-'-■--  voices  of  Erin  raise  the  soul  of  the  king; 
shone  when  war  was  dark,  and  laid  the 

„..-.    low.      Fonar,  frqpi  that   grey-browed 

:iock,  pour  the  tale  of  otHerljmes :  pour  it  on 
Widt-skiried  Erin,  as  it  settles  round  >' 

"  To  me,"  said  Cathmor,  "  no  song  sha'l 
jisc  :  nor  Fonar  sit  on  the  rock  of  Lubar.  Ihe 
nighty  there  are  laid  low.  Disturb  not  their 
rushing  ghosts.  Far,  Malthos,  far  reraove  the 
aount^  of  Erin's  sor.g.  I  rejoice  not  over  the 
foe,  when  he  ceases  to  lift  the  spear.  With 
flhorning  we  pour  our  strength  abroad.  Fingal 
■is  wakened  on  bis  echoing  hiU." 

Like  waves,  blown  back  by  sudden  winds,  Erin 

retired,  at  the  voice  of  the  king.    Deep-rolled 

into  the  field  of  night,  they  spread  their  himi- 

ming  tribes :   Beneath  his  own  tree,  at  intervals, 

each  bard  sat  down  with  his  harp.     They  raised 

the  song,  and  touched  the  string :  each  to  the 

"tjief  he  ined.    Before  a  burning  oak  Sul-maila 

luclied,  at  times,  the  harp.     She  touched  the 

srp  aid  heaul,  between,  the  breezes  in  her 

:i!r.     In  J:irkness  near,  lay  the  king  of  Atha, 

r.!i  aged  tiee.    The  beam  of  the  oak  was 

:ii  him;  he  saw  the  maid,  but  was  not 

.:  soul  poured  forth,  in  secret,  when  he 

:.cr  tearful  eye.    "  But  battle  is  before 

...,  o.^..  of  Borbar-duthul." 

jV.;.;isl  the  harp,  at  intervals,  she  listened 

heihcr  ihe  warriors  slept.    Her  toul  was  upj 
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stic  longed,  in  secret,  to  pour  her  cwr.  sad  s< 

The  field  is  silent.     On  their  wing?,  the  M 

of  night  retire.    The  bards  had  ceaicd     a  -id  - 

teors  tame, red  winding  w:th  ti.        ;. 

sky  grew  dark;  the  forms  01  I  i 

ed  with  the  clouds.     Buc  h  t 

daughter  of  C.-.n-nior,  over  tni^ 

Thou  wert  alone  in  her  soul,  c...-L^..ic  .:.  .    ,_ 

Alha.    .'"he  raised  the  voice  of  the  song,  and 

touched  the  hary  between 

Clun-galo||  came;  she  missed  the  maid. 
*•  Where  art  thou,  beam  of  light.!  Hunters  !i  __ 
the  nitssy  rocL,  saw  you  the  blae-ejed  fair? 
Are  her  steps  on  grassy  Luraon  ;  near  the  bed  of 
roes?  Ah  Die!  I  behold  her  bow  in  the  "--" 
Where  art  thou,  beam  of  light  >." 

"  Ccasef,  love  of  Con.nior,  cease;  I  hear 
thee  not  on  the  ridgy  heath.  My  eye  is  tu  ■" 
to  the  king,  whose  patn  is  terril'le  in  war. 
for  whom  my  scul  is  up,  in  the  season  of  mj^ 
rest.  Deep-bosonitd  in  war  he  stands,  he  bC' 
holds  me  not  from  his  ;  loud.  Wh\ ,  sun  of  Sul-  : 
nialla,  dost  tboii  not  look  forth  >  I  dwell  in  dark, 
ness  here  :  wide  over  me  flies  the  sh.idowy  nrist* 
Filled  with  dew  are  my  locks:  look  ihou  tr 
thy  cloud,  O  sun  of  Sul-malla's  soul ;  >'    *    ' 


II  Clu:i-gal",  the  wife  of  Contnor,  king  of 
Inis.fur:a,  and  the  mother  of  Sul-mal  a.  She  i? 
kere  represented,  as  missing  her  daughter,  after 
she  had  fled  with  Cathmor. 

+  Sul-r.-.alla  replies  to  the  suoposed  questioi 
ef  ^t.' mother.    Towards  th-.-  ■..-.Jdieo;  this  pi 
lagraph  she  calls  Ca'hi.  or  Uu  sur  nf  .'.er  soul, 
_..j      „..         the  metapbor  throughout. 


Temora : 


THE  ARGUMENT- 

Wilis  book  begins  about  the  middle  of  the  thiiti 
K  ijii'h;  fr  .m  the  o^iening  of  the  piieui.  I  lie 
E  poet  describes  a  kimi  ..f  ii>-.st,  wn'Ch  rose,  by 
Bl  night,  from  the  lalte  of  Lego,  and  \vz%  the 
^■'usuai  residence  of  the  souls  ot  tlis  dead,  dining 
!  the  iiv.crval  between  their  decease  mrl  the  fu- 
neral s.mg.  The  •.ir);-c:ira:ue  ft  the  ghost  of 
Fill-n  .■  :    ■■  •.-.    His 
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^-.cHke.i  his  army  with  the  sound  of  his  shiek 
The  shield  described.  Fonar,  the  bard,  a 
the  desire  of  Cathmor,  relates  the  first  settle 
nient  of  the  Firbolg  in  Ireland,  under  thei 
leader  Larthon.  Morning  comes.  Sul-ma' 
retires  to  the  valley  of  Lona.  A  lyric  so 
concludes  the  book. 

BOOK  VII. 

FROM  the  wood-skirted  \v:de:-s  of  Lego,  i 
ccnd,  at  times,  giey-l'osui.-.cu  r.  jsis,  \vh 
tiie gates  tif  the  west  ar^ closed  "•,',  '.  csiurot-aHl 
eye.     Wide,  over  Lara's  scrr-.  .^' 

vapour  dark  and  deep:  the 
shield,  is  swimming  throL!;-; 
this,  clothe  the  spirits  of  t'  .    • 


windinj;  of  lo.ks  of  mist. 

It  was  dark.    The  sleeping  host  were  s^ 
the  skirts  ft  ri'?ht.    Th^-  ft^n'cdec  ycd  o 
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in,  or  thy^path  of  fire  in  the  fiei<t* 
1  the  soul  of  the  king,  come  the  deod» 
Uy  in  arms.    They  are  net  there  a 

^Anin?;,  whi<.h  is  seen,  and  is  then  na 

more.    I  remember  thee,  O  Fillan  !  and  my  wrsth 

The  k:ng  took  h".3  deathful  spear,  and  struck 
tlie  deip'y  sounding  shield :  his  shield  that  hung 
high  en  night,  the  dismal  sign  of  war!  Ghosts 
Bed  i)n  every  side,  and  rolled  tbeirga^ered  forms 
on  the  wind.  Thrice  from  the  wWS^lme  arose 
the  viceof  deaths.  T  3  harjfeof  tbSfbards, 
iDtuuLhcd,  sound  mournful  ovev  the JiiJK 

He  struck  again  the  shield:  battie^ftifl^  in  the 
iTcams  of  his  host.  I'he  wide-tumbling  strife 
5  glEiiining  over  tht:ir  souls.  B'.ue-shieldeil  kings 
lescend  to  war.  Backward  looking  armies  tl/; 
■    ■    ■    ■     1  the  bright  gleams 


ros%  de( 


. \  deer  started 

,   .ts.    -feic  screams  of 

u,--j  !.c?.riMQ  theiitseri.Tvj  each  flew,  fright- 

1-  blast,,   1  he  spus  of  Albion  half-rose, 

-,.<sunie«I  th«ws«>c-ars.    Butsilence  ro'l. 

n  the  MBsirtuey  knew  the  shield  of 

Sleep  rclumeato  their  eyes:    the 

.    dark  and  still. 

;(.<>  was  thine  in  t-  i 

'   '^•.  iiCon-mor!  Sut.r 
J  i!  ?.m1  rose,  amidst  t' 
'     .'.:'Js  the  king  of  .\i 

..Jiiiseycs.    Heaven  bii.ni  v.  .;!i  :;.l  its 

•    !,e  s«sield  resounds!    She  rushed.     She 

ii.r  voicehaif-rt.se.     It  iaiieil.    She  saw 

,  :.,;.id=t  his  arms,  that  gleaned  to  heaven's 

Snc  saw  him  dim  in  his  hj^s,  that  rose  to 

il,  wind.    Awdv  for  f^^  she  turned  her 
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steps.     "  Why  should  the  king  of  Erin  awakt 
Thoa  art  not  a  dream  to  his  rest,  d.sugh 
Inis-huna." 

More  dreadful  run,.;  the  shield.  S'jl-mai: 
starts.  Her  helmet  falls.  LouU-ethoetl  L 
rock,  as  over  it  rolled  the  steel.  Biusinv; 
the  dreams  of  night,  Cathnior  half-rosv,  he 
his  tree.  He  sa*  the  form  of  t:ie  nriL-.a, 
him,  on  the  nxk.  A  red  star\v:ili  lA.n 
beam,  looked  di>wn  through  her  floauiiK'  •; 

"Wh^sMate  through  night  to  Ca'.li.v 
the  dadt  seasuifof  hi;  dreams;  B.iciesi 
ought  ^rf  war?    Who  art  thou,  son  ol    night 
Standest  toou  before  me,  a  form  of  tinier  of    ' ' 
j\  v«:ce  from  the  fold  of  a  tlcad,  to  warn  iv 
Erin's  danger?" 

"  Nor  traveller  of  n.ght  am  I,  nor  vrice  I 
folded  tloud  :  but  1  «-3Hi  thoe  cf  the  dangi 


thuu   ^ 


fecb  e,   fciflg  (5£  Alba,  , 

"Let  the  warrior  roll  his  signs;  loCnih 
they  are  the  sound  of  harp;      .!       r   .     ■ 
voice  of  night,  and  burns  ■ -. 
This  is  the  muse  of  lyings, 
ni?ht;  when  they  lighi   lUc',    ,  , 

sons  of  mighty  deedsi-Tiie  i..  u  .;.  .. 
in  the  valley  of  the  breeze;  wlie:c  rn-^ts  lift  t 
morning  skirls,  from  theblue.windins.strecin  _. 

"  Not  feeble,  thou  leader  of  he  oes,  were  tbev 
the  fathers  of  my  race.  They  dw  elt  in  the  dark 
jiess  of  battle  :  in  'h.  ir  distant  lands.  Yet  delight  . 
not  my  soul,  in  the  signs  of  de,'.th  !  He,  wh 
never  yields,  comes  forth:  Awake  the  bard  c 

Like  a  rock  with  its  ricklinir  waters,  stoo  i 
Cathmor  in  h  s  tears.  Her  voice  came,  a  brcez* 
on  his  soul,  and  waked  the  memory  of  her  land 
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here  she  dwelt  by  ber  peaceful  streams,  'oti'orc 
:  can-.e  to  tae  war  of  Con-mor. 
"  Daughter  of  atransers,"  he  said  ;  (she  trem- 
ing  turned  away)  <'  long  have  I  markeU  in  her 
tnour,  '.he  young  pine  of  Iiris.huna.  But  my 
lul,  I  saidi  is  folded  in  a  stonn.  Why  should 
lat  bciiin  arise,  till  my  steps  return  in  peace  > 
lave  I  been  pale  in  thy  presence,  when  thou 
ids t  me  to  fear  the  king?  The  time  of  danger, 
maid,  is  the  season  of  my  soul;  for  then  it 
wells,  a  mighty  stream,  and  rolls  mc  on  the 

•  Beneath  the  moss-covered  rock  of  Lona, 
ieai-  nis  own  winding  stream  :  grey  in  his  locks 
f  ape,  dwells  Clonmal  king  of  h-<.rps.  Above 
im  is  his  echoing  oak,  and  the  dun-bjunding  of 
)e3.  The  noise  of  our  strife  reaches  his  ear,  as 
B  bends  in  the  {houghts  of,  years.  There  let 
ly  rest  be,  Sul-malla,  until  our  bp.tlle  cease, 
ntii  I  returr.,  in  my  arms,  from  -he  skirts  of 
»e  evening  mist  ;h,.t  ri»es,  on  Lona,  rou-jd  the 
welling  of  nil  love." 

A  l:-;lit  fell  on  the  soul  of  the  maid :  it  rose 

indlcd  before  (hie  king.     She  turned  her  face 

I  Cathnior  :  i<er  locKsarS'struggrn!;  with  winds. 

Sooner  shall  the  eagle  ol  heaven  be  torn  from 

le  streams  of  iiis  roaring  wind,  when  he  sees 

le  d'ln  prey  before  him,  the  voung  sons  of  the 

niiiri'.ng  roe,  than  thou,  O  Calmnor  be'lurned 

om  the  strife  of  renown.  Soon  may  I  see  the 

arrior,  from  the  skirtsof  the evenin^misl,  when 

is  rolled  around  n.e,  on  Lona  of  the  st  csrns. 

While  yet  thou  art  distant  far,  strike,  Cathmor 

strikv-,  thelrtiield,  that  jbv  mav  return  to  my 

iBri;<;ned  soul,  as  1  lean  on  the  mossy  rock.     But 

if  tl'o-i  sh  lulil  tal'— T  am  in  theland  of  strangers; 

'O  send  thv  v  .  ce,  from  thy  tlouu.  to  the  maid 

•f  liiis-iiuna!" 

<«  Young  branch  of  green-headed  Lumen,  why 
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<«st  them  shake  in  the  siorm  >  Often  has  Cat  i 
mur  returned,  from  darkly-rolling  wars.  T; 
darts  of  death  are  but  hail  to  mc ;  they  bake  c 
ten  bounded  from  my  shield.  I  haVe  risi 
brightened  from  battle,  like  a  nif;tL-ur  ;ro!ii 
stormy  cloud.  Return  not,  f.iir  bcaai,  from  '.i 
vale,  when  the  loar  of  ba'.lle  grows.  I'nt 
might  the  foe  escape,  as  fr^m  my  lacLcrs  . 
old. 

"  They  told  to  Son-mor,  of  Clunar,  slain  I  ; 
Cormac  the  giver  of  shells.     I'hree  days  darl  ; 
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■l.ey  uiovet 
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■  i.-s.     Son- 

V.erofthe 

hind   lollowc 

1    Sul-allin. 
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is.    She  was  a  light  on  the 

crossed  the -vale  below. 

He- 

step 

V  on  the  vale. 

when  they  r 

Siic  fearc-d 

to  approac^ 

t!} 

ki.-ig 

allin;  1  .  i    i  lier  king.     He  stop!  ; 

The' foe  fled  hyVight ;  Ciunar  sle*t**^tl*'*i 
blood  ;  the  blood  which  uughl  to  HI-  pSti!  j  J 

"  Nor  rose  the  rage  of  Son-mor,  bui  his 
were  dark  andslow.  Sul-allin  waudeu-t!,  S 
grey  streams,  with  ber  luarful  eyes.    Oi  uu  did 
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Inok,  on  the  hero,  v/hen  he  was  folded  in 
„  thoughts.  But  she  shrunk  from  his  eyes, 
nd  tamed  her  lone  steps  au-ay.  Battles  ruse 
■  •  n  tempest,  and  drove  the  mist  from  his 
,.a\.  He  beheld,  with  joy,  her  steps  in  the  hal., 
ind  the  white  rising  of  her  hands  on  the  harp." 
Inf  his  arns  strode  the  chief  of  Atha,  to 
Fiiere  his  shield  hung,  high,  in  night  i  high  on 
niosai''boiiga,  over  Lubar's  streamy  roar.  Se- 
,in  bnSes  rose  on  the  shield,  the  seven  voices  of 
ihe  king,  which  his  warriors  received,  from  the 
'ind,  and  marked  over  all  their  tribes. 
On  er.ch  boss  is  placed  a  star  of  night ;  Can- 
lathon  with  beams  unshorn  :  Col-derna  rising 
from  a  cloud  :  Ul-oicho  robed  in  mist ;  and  the 
loft  beam  of  Cathlin  glittering  on  a  rock.  Fair- 
gleaming,  on  its  own  blue  wave,  Reldurath  half- 
links  its  western  light.  The  red  eye  of  Berthin 
--■  -,  through    a    grove,  on  the  slow-moving 

r,  as   he  returns  through  showery  night, 

with  the  spoils  of  the  bounding  roe.  Wide  in 
the  midst,  arose  the  cloudless  beams  of  Ton- 
thcna  ;  I'on-thena,  which  looked,  by  night,  on 
^'--    -ursecf  the  sea-tossed  Larlhon:  Larthon, 


1  +  to  avoid  multiplying  notes,  I  shallgivehere 
:i:?.lion  of  the  names  of  the  stars  en- 
n  the  shield.  Cean-malhon,  «  head  of 
, '  Col-derna,  '  slant  and  sharp  beani.» 
,  '  ruler  of  night.'    Cathlin,  '  beam  of 

L.w   c'    Reu-duralh,  *  star  of  the  twilight.' 

BciLun,  '  nre  of  the  hill,'  Ton-thena,  «  meteor 
of  the  waves.'  These  etj'mologies,  excepting 
jlhal  of  Cean-rtiathonj  are  pretty  exact.  Of  it  1 
am  not  so  certain;  tor  it  is  not  very  probable 
that  the  Firbolg  had  distinguished  a  constellation, 
so  very  earl  y  as  the  days  of  Larthon,  by  ihe-nams 
•f  the  bear. 
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the  first  of  Bolga's  race,  who  travelled  on  t 
windsf.  White-boson-.ed  spread  ihe  sails  of  t  , 
king,  towards  streamy  Inis-fail;  dun  nis?ht  w  ^ 
rolled  before  him,  with  its  skiits  of  mist.  TjJ 
winds  were  changeful  in  heaven,  and  rolled  hia 
from  wa\e  to  wave.  Then  rose  the  fiery-haira 
Ton-thena,  and  laughed  from  her  parted  cloiij 
Lartbon  rejoiced  at  the  guidingbeam,  as  it  fain 
gleamed  on  the  tumbling  waters.  t  1 

Beneath  the  spear  of  Carhmor,  awaked  th 
voice  which  awakes  the  bards.  They  cam 
dark-winding,  from  every  side ;  each  with  tl 
sound  of  his  haip.  Before  them  rejoiced  tt 
king,  as  the  traveller,  in  the  day  of  the  siii 
when  he  hears,  far  rolling  around,  the  nuirini 
of  mossy  streams ;  streams  that  burst  in  the  di 
sert,  from  the  ri-cfc  of  roes. 

'♦  Why,"  said  Fonar,  «<  hear  we  the  vo 
the  king,  in  the  season  of  his  rest?  Wet.  __ 
dim  forms  of  thy  fathers  bending  in  thy  dreams 
Perhaps  they  stand  on  that  cloud,  and  wait  fc^ 
Fonar's  sang ;  often  they  come  to  the  fielt 
where  their  sons  are  to  lift  the  spear.    Or  shal 

more;  he  that  consumed  the  field,  from  Mom 
ofthefp-oves?" 

"  Not  forgot  is    that  cl  ud   in  war,  bard 
other  times.     High  shall  his  tomb  rise,  on  M. 
lena,  the  dwelling  of  renown.    But,  now,  r 
back  my  soul  to  the  times  of   my   fathers  ;  I- 
the  years  when  first  they  rose,  on  Inis-huna'j 
waves.    Nor  alone  pleasant  to  Cathmor  is  th' 
remeaibrance  of  wood-covered  Liimon.    Luniu' 
the  land   of  streams,   tiic   dwelling  of   white 
bosomed  maids." 


vinds,  aiioeacal  expressiot 
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I.umon  of  foamy  streams,  thou  risest  on 
ronar'3  soul  !  Thy  sun  is  on  thy  side,  on  the 
^  rocks  of  thy  bending  trees.  The  dun  roe  is 
seen  from  thy  furze  :  the  deer  lifts  bis  branchy 
head  ;  for  he  sees,  at  times,  the  bound,  on  tlie 
half-covered  heath.  Slow,  on  the  vale,  are  the 
«teps  of  maid;  ;  the  white-anned  daughters  of 
the  br  w  :  they  lift  their  blue-eyes  to  the  hill, 
from  anddst  their  wanderin.:;  locks.  Not  there 
is  the  stride  of  Larthon,  chief  of  InJs-huna.  He 
mounts  the  wave  on  his  own  darkoak,in  Cluba's 
Mdcv  bay.  That  oak  which  he  cut  frcm  Lu- 
Wion,  to  bound  along  the  sea.  The  maids  turn 
their  eyes  away,  lest  the  king  should  be  lowly 
'i-:.4 .  f^j  never  had  they  seen  a  ship,  dark  rider 

Now  he  dares  to  call  the  winds,  and  to  mix 
the  mist  of  ocean.  Blue  Inis-fail  rose,  in 
ce  :  but  dark-skirted  night  came  down, 
sons  af  Bolga  feared.  The  fiery-haired 
-thena  rose.  CuUjin's  bay  received  the  ship, 
e  bosom  of  its  echoing  woods.  There, 
d  a  stream,  from  Duthuma's  horrid  cave ; 
■e  spirits  gleamed,  at  times,  with  their  half- 
finished  forms 

DicHUis  descended  on  Larthon :  be  saw 
n  spirits  of  his  fathers.  He  heard  their 
foimed  words,  and  dimly  beheld  the  ti.nies 
1  ne.  He  beheld  the  king  of  Atha,  I  he  sons 
t ure  days.  They  led  their  hosts,  along  the 
,  like  ridges  of  mist,  which  winds  piut^  iu 
•nn,  over  Atha  of  the  groves. 
Larthon  mised  the  hall  of  Samta,  to  the 
s luid  of  the  harp.  He  went  forth  to  the 
of  Erin,  to  their  won'.ed  streams.  Nor  did 
■  7ct  green-headed  Lunion  ;  he  often  bound- 
er his  seas,  to  where  white-handed  Flathal 
-M  .'rom  the  hill  of  rocs.  Lunion  -Df  the 
;';  streams,  thou  risest  on  Fonar's  soul." 
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The  beam  awaked  in  the  east,  The  mis! 
heads  of  the  mountains  rose.  Valleys  shew,  t 
every  side,  the  grey  winding  of  their  stream 
His  host  heard  the  shield  of  Ca'hmor;  at  oni 
tliey  rose  around  ;  like  a  crowded  sea,  whf 
first  it  feels  the  wings  of  the  wind.  The  wav 
know  not  whither  to  roll;  they  lift  their  troi 
bled  heads. 

Sad  and  slow  retired  Sul-malla  to  Lona  of  tl 
streams.  She  went  and  often  turned  :  her  bli 
eyes  rolled  iti  tears.  But  when  she  came  to  U 
rock,  that  darkly  covered  Lona's  vale  :  she  log 
ed,  from  her  burstingsoul,  on  the  king ;  and  sum 
at  once,  behind. 

Son  of  Alpin,  strike  the  string.  Is  there  au( 
of  joy  in  the  harp?  Pour  it,  then,  on  the  s 
Ossian ;  it  is  folded  in  mist.  I  here  thee,  O 
in  my  night.  But  cease  the  lightly  tier 
sound.  The  joy  of  grief  belongs  to'  Oisi; 
midst  his  dark- brown  years. 

Green  thorn  of  the  hill  of  ghosts,  that  si 
thy  head  to  nightly  winds!  1  here  no  soi 
thee  ;  is  there  no  spirit's  windy  skirt  nov 
tling  in  leaves  f  Often  are  the  steps  of  the  dea<! 
in  the  dark-eddying  blasts;  when  the  moon, 
dun  shield,  from  the  east,  is  rolled  along  t 
sky.      -  .  . 

UlUn,Carril,  and  Ryno,  voices  of  the  days  < 
old!  Let  me  hear  you,  in  the  darkness  of  SC'I 
ma,  and  awake  the  soul  of  songs.  1  hear  yo 
not,'  ye  children  of  masic;  in  what  hall  of  tb 
elouds  is  your  rest?  Do  you  touch  the  shadow! 
harp,  robed  with  morning  mist,  where  the  su 
comes   souniing  forth  fiom   his  grccn-heade 


Temora . 


EPIC    POEM. 


ft  THE    .ARGUMENT. 

tThe  fourth  morning,  from  the  opening  of  tiie 
t.  poem,  comes  on.  Fingal,  still  continuing  in 
K,  the  place  to  which  he  had  retired  on  the  pre- 
I  ceding  night,  is  seen  at  intervals,  through  the 
r,  n>ist,  which  iovered  the  rock  of  Cormul.  The 
f.     descent  of  the  king  is  described.    He  orders 

iGaul,  Dermid,  afid  Carril  the  bard,  to  go  to  the 
vallev  of  Cluiia,  and  conduct,  from  thence,  to 
|r     tbe  Caledonian  army,. Fersd-arLho,  the  so»  of 
C  .1  bar,  the  only  person  remaining  of  the  fa. 
1   :     ilConar,  the  first  king  of  Ireland.    The 
;_        takci  ihc  command  of  the  army,  and  pre- 
!.T  tattle.    Marching  towards  the  enemy, 
:  .       ncs  to  the  cave  of  Luhar,  where  the  body 
1  •   1  !  I  iin  lay.     Upon  seeing  his  dog  Bran,  who 
la\  lit  ihe^ntrance  of  the  cave,  his  grief  returns. 
\i    Cathmor  arranges  the  army  of  the  Firbolg  in 
I     order  of  battle.    The  appeirance  of  that  hero. 
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The  general  conflict  is  described.  The  actio  i 
of  Fingal  and  Cathmor.  A  storm.  The  tot 
rout  of  the  Firbolg.  T.ie  two  kir.Rs  engage, 
a  column  of  mist,  on  the  binks  of  Lute 
Their  attiude  and  conference  after  the  combi 
The  death  of  Cathmor.  Finpil  resigns  t) 
spear  of  'JVenrnor  to  Ossian.  The  crcniniv 
observed  on  that  occasion.  The  spirit  ot  Cat! 
mor  appears  toSul-inallajin  the  vallevof  Lon 
Her  ijorrow.  Evening  comes  on  A  feast 
prepared.  The  coming  cf  Ferad-artho  " 
nounced  by  the  songs  of  a  hundred  baids. 
poem  closes  with  a  speech  of  Fingal. 


A= 


rose  the  sW.u:;..!  his  host  nver  evciv  ira-v.n  ■ 
tribe.  J  hey  gathered,  gleaming,  round,  wil! 
all  Ihcir  echoing  shields.    So  rise  the  green  scJ  ' 
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rit,  that  comes  down  from  the  squaUy 
e  traveller  hears  the  sound  afar',  and 
id  over  the  rock.  He  looks  on  the 
V,  and.thinks  he  dimly  sees  the  form. 
3   sport,  unwieldy,  round,   with  all 

-111  stood  the  son  of  MorniJbiitJino's 
Cona's  bai-d.  \Vc  stood  fainifetant  ; 
Rh  bciicatb  his  tree.  We  shunned  the  tyesof 
!  kint; ;  we  had  not  conquered  in  the  field.    A 

Be  strttini  rolled  at  my  feet:  I  touched  its 
t  w  i\e,,  with  my  spear.  I  touched  it  with 
f  speu! ;  nor  there  was  the  soul  of  Ossian .  It 
rkly  ruse,  from  thought  to  thought,  and  sent 
road  the  sif'h, 

'Son  of  Morni!"  said  the  king,  «  Dermid, 
Iter  of  roes  !  why  are  ye  dark,  like  two  rocks, 
|i  with  lis  trickling  waters  ?  No  wriith  gathers 
the  soul  of  Fingal  against  the  chiefs  of  men. 
'are  my  strength  in  battle  ;  the  kindling  of 
joy  in  peace.  My  early  voice  was  a  pleasant 
e  to  v«ur  ears,  when  Fillan  prepared  the 
r.  The  son  ot  Jr"ingal  is  not  here,  nor  yet 
I  chace  of  .he  boiiiditig  roes.  But  why  should 
breakers  of  shicldSt.sLand,  darkened,  far 
rav  i" 

Tall  the  ■  strode  towards  the  king  ;  they  saw 
'     turr:ed  to  Mora's  wind.    His  tears  came 
,f.jr  his  blce-e\ed  fon,  who  slept  in  the 
"  tlc'.rightencd  before  them, 
,.  uic  i.>i..^.d-,^;.-.-  ricd  kings. 
'.  .i;_:  ■        cl^s,  and  misty  top, 

:r.  10  the  sight,  blue 
:  J   it   r..!!s   clear-  , 

:;;  '[.road  l.euried  oaks,  before  ic, 
..Una's  wind.  Within,  in  his  locks 
i  Ferad-artto,  blue-eyed   king,  the 
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son  of  broad -shielded  Cairbar,  from  Uilin 
the  roes.  He  listens  to  the  voice  of  Coinlan 
grey,  he  bends  in  feeble  liRht.  He  listens, 
his  fees  dwell  in  the  echoing  halls  of  Teiri' 
He  comes,  at  times,  abroad,  in  the  skirts  of  m 
to  pierce  the  bounding  rocs.  When  the 
looks- on  the  field,  nor  bv  the  rock,  nor  slrea 
is  1  ei,Hcshuus  the  raceof  Bolga,  v.ho  cImxI 
his  father's  hall.  Tell  him,  that  Fingol  U'ts 
spear,  and  that  his  foes,  perhaps,  ni;iT  I  .1. 

"Lilt  BPj  O  Gaul!  the  shield  L,r  ch 
Stretch,  DrrinidjTemora's  sp^ar.  i'  .  vi 
in  his  ear,  OCarril,  Willi  t;  .  ■  •  :      :    li 

Lead  him  to  green  Moi-';;;  ;u 

ofghosts;  fortberel  !.;'-  .  c 

the  folds  of  war.     Be!^  . .  er 

come  to  bi.h  Dunmora's  i  ,  I.  ,  :  :n 
grey  rolling  of  mist,  on  Lena  of  the  strea 
If  there  my  standard  shall  lioat  on  wind,  ,»i 
Lubar's  gleaming  course,  then  has  not  Fit 
failed  in  the  last  of  his  fields." 

Such  were  hi^  uorc'.s  :  nor  aught  replied 
silent.  They  looked  side-1 

on  I.  i-.edasthev         ■ 

ve      ,  .  tie  king,  1 

ofii-  .  -:.ind  them,  touchinj 

timLj  -   ,  ;  ^, /-haired  Carril  mo' 

He  fore,:a-.\  t.e  :':;  1  ot  the  people,  and  moi 
ful  was  the  sound !  I:  was  like  a  breeze  I 
comes,  by  ^ts,  over  Le-o's  reedy  lake ;  w 
sleep  half-descends  on   the  hunter,  within 

«  Why  bends  the  baid  of  Cona,"  s^d  i 
"  over  his  secret  stream  ?  Is  this  a  tin\e  f 
row,  father  of  lowHaid  Oscar  ?  Be  the  w 
remembered  in  peace;  when  echoing  shields 
hctrd  no  more.  Bend,  then  in  grief,  over 
flootl,  where  blows  the  mountain-brteze. 
them  pass  on  thy  soul,  the  blue-eyed  dweller  I 
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Lena.     But  Erin  rolls  to  war,  wide-tun-.bling, 
riiugh,  and  dark.     Lift,  Ossiati«  lift  the  shield.   1 

les  the  sudden  voice  of  winds  to  the  be- 
calmed ship  of  luis-huna,  and  dvives  it  large, 
llong  the  deep,  dark  rider  of  the  wave :  so  the 
voice  of  Fingal  sent  Ossian,  tall,  along  the 
heath.  He  lifted  high  his  shining  shield,  in 
the  dusky  wing  of  war  :  like  the  broad  blank 
mpon,  in  the  skirt  Of  aduud,  before  ttc  storms 

from  moss-covered  Mora, poured  down , 
hsbmsd-wingedwar.  .jringalledhispeo. 
pie  forth,  kins  of  MoiA-en  of  streams.  On  hign 
spreads  the  eagle's  wnig  His  grey  hair  is  pour- 
ed on  his  s.'iculdsrs  bro:^d.  In  thunder  are  his 
mighty  strides.  He  often  stood,  and  saw  be- 
*1nd,  the  v.idc-glcaming  rolling  of  armour.  A 
■  he  seemed,  grey  over  withjce,  v,  hose  woods 
igh  it!  wind.  Bright  strearrs  leap  from  its 
._l1,  ^nd  spread  their  foam  on  blasts. 
N'ju  he  canie  to  Lubar's  cave,  where  Fillan 
darkly  slept.  Bran  still  lay  on  the  broken  shield  : 
the  Cii'le-wir.g  is  strewed  on  winds.  Bpght* 
from  withered  furze,  looked  forth  the  hero's 
spear.  Then  grief  stirred  the  soul  of  the  king, 
like  u  hirlwUlj[^lackcning  on  a  lake.  He  turii- 
ed  his  suUden  sdep,  and  leaned  on  his  bending 
spear.  White-breasted  Bi an  came biiundiug  wit  (i 
Joy  to  the  kn  'wn  path  of  Fingal.  He  came  and 
looked  towards  the  cave,  where  the  blue-eyed 
hu  .'.crlav,  for  he  was  wont  to  stride,  with  inorn- 
i  r,  the  dewy  bed  of  the  roe.  It  wasthen  the 
•i  i.'.e  king  came  down,  and  all  his  soui 

:     k.     But  -as  the  rising  wind  rolls  away 

t.  ...^  ^un,  and  high  hills  with  their  heads  of 
grass;  so  '.he  returning  war  brishtenedthe  mind 
Of  Fingal.    He  bounded  on  his  e?c«r,  over  i-u- 
VOL.  II.  H 
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bar,  and  stn-ck  his  echoing  shield.  His  rii) 
hose  bend  forward,  at  once,  uith  all  their  poin 
ed  steel.  I-' 

Nor  Erin  Ijesrd,  with  fear,  the  sound;  wii 
they  C2ine  rull'in;;  along.  Dark  Malthos,  in  tl 
r\'iii<;of  war,  locks  forward  from  shag&y  brow 
Next  rose  that  beam  of  light  Hidalla;  then  ti 
side-long.looking  glonm  of  Maronnan.  B!ui 
shielded  Clonar  lifts  the  ^ear ;  Cormar  shaki 
his  bushy  aqtks  on  the  wind.  Slowlv,  froj 
keUind  a-Aitfc  rose  the  bright  form  of  Aths 
First  anieareff  his  two  pointed  spears,  then  tb 
t>r.lf  of  his  buj-nished  shield:  like  the  risir~  -" 
nightly  meteor,  overtlie  vnle  of  ghosts. 
when  he  shone  all  abn-r.d  ;  the  hosts  plunged,  i 
once,  into  strife.  'Jhe  gle^jning  waves  of  stet 
are  poured  on  either  side. 

As  meet  tv.-o  troubled  seas,  with  the  rollingo 
all  their  waves,  M-hen  they  feel  fbe  «i"gsju 
t(  ntending  winds,  in  the  icck-sided frith  of  N 
mi)n  ;  along  the  cchi)ing  hills  is  tJe  dim  couB 
of  ghosts:  from  the  blast  fall  the  torn  groves  oi 
tlie  deep,  amidst  the  foamy  path  of  whales.  S< 
niixcd  the  hosts  !  Now  Fingal;  now  Calhraoi 
t?.me'abroad.  The  dark  tumbling  of  death  ii 
before  them  :  the  gleam  of  broken  steel  is  roliec 
en  their  steps,  as,  loud,  the  highjjqunding  king! 
hev  ei  down  the  ridge  of  shields. 

Maronnan  fell,  by  Fingal,  laid  large  a 
stream.  The  Waters  gathered  by  his  side,  aad 
Wjit  grey  over  his  bossy  shield.  Clonaris  pier. 
Ltd  by  Cathmor  :  nor  yet  lav  the  chief  on  earth. 
An  oak  seized  h-s  I-air  in  h'n  fall.  His  helmet 
rolled  01)  tLe  gvcund.  By  its  thong,  hung  his 
bro-ed  slitld;  over  it  wandered  his  streaming 
bl'od.  Tlaiiiin  shalUvcep,in  thehall,andstrike 
her  heavinq  breast.  Kc.r  did  Ossian  lorget  the 
,  E:;i.ar,  in  the  winf  of  his  war.  He  strewed  the 
fi'tid  With  deaU.    Young  Hiiialia  cau  c.  " 
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voice  uf  streamy  Clonra !  Why  dost  thou  lift  the 
steel  >  O  that  wemet,  inthestiiieof  song,  in  thy 
own  rushy  vale  !"  Malthos  beheld  him  low,  and 
darkened  as  he  rushtd  along.  On  either  side  of 
a  stream,  we  bend  in  the  echoing  suite.  Hea- 
ven comes  rolling  down :  around  burst  the  voices 
CI  squally  winds.  Hills  are  clothed,  at  times, 
i»-fire.  Thunder  rolls  in  wreaths  of  mist.  In 
darkness  shrunk  the  foe.  Morven's  warriors 
stood  aghast.  Still  I  bent  over  the  stream,  a- 
n^idst  niy  whistling  locks. 

Then  rose  the  voice  of  Fingal,  and  the  sound 
cf  the  flying  foe.  1  saw  the  king,  at  times,  in 
lightning,  darkly  striding  in  hismight.  1  struck 
my  echoing  shield,  and  hung  forward  on  the 
steps  of  Alnecn-.a  :  the  foe  is  rolled  before  me,  ^ 
like  a  wreath  of  smoke. 
The  sun  looked  forth  from  his  cloud.  The 
'•  hundred  streams  of  Moi-letia  shone.  Slow  ro£C 
•*the  blue  columns  of  mist,  against  the  glittering 
hill.  "  Where  are  the  mighty  kings?  Nor  by 
that  stream,  nor  wood,  are  they  !  1  hear  the 
tlangofariris!  Their  strife  is  in  the  bosom  of 
mist."  ,Sach  is  the  contending  of  spirits  in  a 
nightly  doud,  when  they  stiive  for  the  wintry 
viugs  of  winds,  and  the  rolling  of  the  foam- 
covered  waves. 

I  rushed  along.  The  grey  mist  ;ose.  Tall, 
gleaming,  they  stood  at  Lubar.  Calhmor  leaned 
against  a  lock,,  His  half-fallen  shield  received 
the  stream,  that  leapt  from  the  moss  above.  To- 
wards him  is  the  stride  of  Fingal ;  he  saw  the 
hero's  blood.  His  sword  rell  slowly  to  his  side, 
lie  spoke,  amidst  his  darkening  joy. 

«  Yields  the  race  of  Borbar-duthul?  Or  still  . 

does  he  lift  the  spear  ?  Not  unheard  is  thy  name, 

!j  in  Selma,  in  the  green  ^welling  of  strangers.    It 

^Hl  as  come  like  the  breeze  of  his  desert,  tothe  ear 

oi  Fingal.  Come  to  my  hill  of  feasts :  the  mighty 

fail,  at  tinics.    No  fire  am  Ito  low-laid  foes :  I 
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rt'.-iUc  not  over  the  fall  of  the  brave.    Tn  rtose 

or  the  hills.     I  seizc'J  their  fair  heads,  •  n  !:',?!), 

ilark  and  silent,  kino;  of  Aiha  or  stranr;ers  " 
_  "  By  Atha  of  the  st-c-p.nis,"   fe  Sr.iu,  "  the^e 

ingofboughSjWii'.  in  I    _     .■;-  =  _    '"ijs.    Dark, 
in  itsface,  isacu-.c  .  riT..   Thc;e 

have  I  heard  their-.  ,  \..  acn  they 

passed  to  my  hr.il  (  •'  .'    \  in;e,  like  a 

fiame,  on  my  soul :  i  ciest  the  ecnoing  rock. 
Here  be  my  dwelling  in  difkness,  in  my  grassy 
vale.  -From  this  I  shall  mount  the  breeze,^ttat 
pursues  my  thistle's  beard ;  or  look  do'.vn  oa 
f  Mue  winding  Atha,  from  its  wandering  mist." 
<'\Vhv  speaks  the  kin  e:  of  the  tomb?  0;?ian  ! 
the  warrior  h?^  failed  !  Joy  meet  thy  so.;:,  like  a 
stream,  Cathmor,  f  ier.rt  of  stra-igers!  My  s"n,  I 
hear  the  call  of  years ;  they  take  my  spear  as  they 
pass  along.      Why  does  not  Fingal,  the>'-seem 


tosav,   re.'t  within   his  hall?  Dost   thgu 


;',lood  ?  In   the  tears  of  the'isad  ?  N  i ; 
•    ■    ^not  in 


away  my  soul.  Rut  when  I  lie  down  to  ri  , 
then  Lo.mes  the  mighty  voice  of  war.  It  awakes  / 
me  in  my  Yial',  and  calls  forth  all  my  steel.  It  ' 
shall  call  it  forth  no  more:  Ossian,  take  thr  - 
thv  father's  spear.    Lift  it,  in  b*tle,  when  ti 

"  My  fathers,  Ossian,  trace  my  steps;  n 
deeds  are  pleasant  to  their  eyes.    Wherever 
tome  forth  to  battle,  on  .ny  field,  are  th-irci 
lumiis  of  mist.  But-npine  arm  rescued  the  feeble; 
the  haughty  foun*  my  lage  was  fire.    Never,  j' 
over  the  fallen,  did  minejeye  reioice.     For  th^sj' 
my  fathers  shall  meet  me,  at  thcgales  of  t'leir 
yiry  haUs,  tall,  v<|tUi  lubes  of  ligiitj.wUh  mildly. 
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kindled  eyes.  But,  to  the  proud  in  arm^  tl^t 
aredvirkened  tno9ns  in  h';iven,  which  sen^'^^e 
fire  of  night,  red- wandering  over  their  face. 

"  Father  ut  heroes,  Trenmor,  dweller  of  ed- 
dying '.\inds!  I  give  thy  jpear  to  Ossian,  let 
thine  eye  rqoice !  Thee  have  I  seen,  at  times, 
brignt  from  between  thy  clouds ;  so  appear  to 
iTiv  son,  when  he  is  to  lift  the  opear  :  then  shall 
he'  remcnilTcr  thy  mighty  deeds,  tho'  thou  art 
nnv-  but  a  Wast." 

lie  gave  the  spear  to  my  hand,  and  raised,  at 
once,  a  stone  on  high,  to  speak  lo  future  times, 
\v:th  its  grey  head  of  moss.  Beneath  he  placed 
a  f  word  in  earth,  and  one  bright  boss  from  his 
shield.  Dark  in  thought,  a  while,  he  bends :  his 
words,  at  length,  came  forth. 

•'  When  thou,  O  stone,  shall  moulder  down, 
and  lose  thee,  in  the  moss  of  years,  then    shaw^ 
the  traveller  come,  and  whi«'.;.i.K  pass   away. 
Thou  knowest  not,  feeble  wanderer,  that  fame 
once  shone  on  Moi-lena.     Her.;  Fingal  resigned 
his  spear,  after  the  last  of  his  fie'.ds.    Pass  away, 
.  ipty  shade;  in  thy  voice  there  is  no  re- 
'Fhou  dwellest  by  some  peaceful  stream  ; 
V  years  and  thou  art  gme.    No  one  re- 
-  thee,  thou  dweller  m  t.'-.ick  mist!  But 
t  ■   ■  '    :  :illt»£  clothed  with  ;-.;rae,«4»   be.-un   of 
1   light  to  other  times ,  for  he  went  forth,  in  echo. 
■BDg  steel,  to  save  the  weaic  in  arms." 
If  Brightening  in  his  fiime,   t!i^   king   strode  to 
rLubar's  sounding  oak,  whire  it  b;nt,   from   its 
I  rock,  over  the  bnght  tumbling  stream.    Beneath 
it  is  a  narrow  plain,  and  the  sound  of  the  fount 
of  the  rock.     Here  the  standard  ofMorven  pour- 
ed its  wreaths  on  the  wind,  to    mark   the   way 
"Of  Ferad-artho,  from  his    secret   vale.    Bright, 
j  from  hij  parked  west,  the  sun  of  heaven  looked 
•abroad.    The  hero  saw  his  people,  and   heard 
I'ibeir  shouts  of  joy.    In  broken    ridges   roun*. 
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ticy guttered  to  tl«  beam.  The  king  rejoiced 
as  a  hunter  in  his  own  green  vale,  when,  after 
the  storm  is  rolled  away,  he  sees  the  gleaming 
sides  of  the  rocks.  The  green  thorn  shakes  its 
head  in  their  face ;  from  their  top  look  forward 

Grey,  at  his  mossy  cave,  is  bent  the  aged  form 
of  Clonmal.  The  eyes  of  the  bard  had  failed. 
He  leaned  forward,  on  his  staff.  Bright  in  hei 
locks,  before  him,  Sul-maUa listened  to  the  tale ; 
the  tale  of  the  kings  of  Atha,  in  the  days  of  old. 
The  noise  of  battle  had  ceased  in  his  ear :  he 
«topt.  and  raised  the  secret  sigh.  The  spirits  oi 
the  dead,  they  said,  often  lightened  over  hii 
sou!.  He  saw  the  king  of  Atha  low,  beneath 
bis  bending  tree. 

««\Vhy  artthoudark?"  ?aidthe  maid,  ««  The 
strife  of  arms  is  past.  Soon||  shall  he  come  tc 
thv  cave,  over  thy  winding  streams.  The  sun 
looks  from  the  rocks  of  the  west.  The  mists  ol 
the  lake  arise.  Grey,  they  spread  en  that  hill, 
the  rushy  dwelling  of  roes.  From  the  mist  shall 
my  king  appear!  Behold  he  comes,  in  his  arms 
Come  to  the  cave  of  Clonmal,  O  my  best  belov. 
ed!" 

It  was  the  spirit  of  Cathmor,  stalking,  large,  9 
gleaming  form.  He  sunk  by  the  hollow  stream, 
that  roared  between  the  hills.  "  It  was  but  tht 
hunter,"  she  said,  "  who  searches  for  the  bei 
of  the  roe.  His  steps  are  not  forth  to  war;  his 
spouse  expects  him  with  night.  Heshali,  whi^' 
fing,  return,  with  the  spoils  of  the  dark-brox 
hinds."  Her  eyes  are  turned  to  the  hill;  again  the 


II  Cathmor  had  promised,  in  the  seventh  book, 
to  come  to  the  cave  of  Clonmal,  after  the  battle 
was  over. 
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lately  form  came  down.  She  ruse,  in  the  midst 
if  joy.  He  retired  iu  mist.  Graaual  vatiisii  tiis 
imbs  of  smoke,  ami  mix  with  the  niountain- 
vind.    Then  she  linew  that  he  fell!    "  King  of 

art  thou  1  )w  if  Let  Ossian  forget  her  gr.ef, 

:te3  the  soul  of-agef. 

;niug    came  down    on    Moi-lena.     Grey 
t)Ued  the  streams    ef   the   land.    Loud    came 

the  voice  of   Fingal:  the  bea-ti  of   oaks 

,  the  people  gatner.ed  round  with  glad. 
,  with  gladness  blended  with  shades.  I'hcy 
lide-lons  looked  to  the  king,  and  beheld  his  un- 
inishcd  joy.  Pleasant,  from  the  way  of  the 
lesert,  the  voice  of  music  came.  It  seemed,  at 
5rst,  the  noise  of  a  stream,  lar  distant  on  its 
rock's.  Slow  it  relied  along  the  hill  like  the 
rufflid  wing  of  a  breeze,  wfiea  it  takes  the  tuft-  «| 
ed  beard  of  the  rocks,  in  the  stiU  season  of 
night.  It  was  the  voice  of  Coadan,  iri»ed  with 
Car.-il's  trembling  harp.  They  came  with  blue- 
;yed  Fcrad-arlho,  to  Mora  of  the  streams. 
Sudden  bursts  the  song  from  our  bards,  on 
ena :  the  host  struck  their  shields  midst  the 
sound.  Gladness  rose  brightenin-^  on  the  king, 
like  the  beam  of  a  cloudy  day,  when  it  rises,  on  , 


raditioti  relates,  that  Ossian  the  next  day 
the  deeisive  battle  between  Fingal  and  ' 
Cathmor,  went  to  find  out  Sul-malla,  in  the 
■valley  of  Lona.  His  address  to  her,  which  is  still 
preserved,  I  here  lay  before  the  reader. 

<'  Awake,  thou  daughter  of  Con-mor,  from  the 
fern-skirted  cavern  of  Lona.  Awake,  tiiou  suj... 
beam  in  deserts;  warriors  one  day  niuit  faiL  They 
jmove  forth,  like  terrible  lights;  bu',  often, 
thqir  cloud  is  near.  Go  to  the  valley  of  strca  u;, 
ito"  the  wandering  of  lie.-d--,   ou  Lumua  ;    there 
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ttie  green  hill,  before  the  roar  of  winds.  I 
sttuLk  the  bossy  shield  of  kings;  nt  once  thi 
tease  around.  The  people  ler.n  for'.varil,  f-o 
their  spearsj  towards  the  voice  of  lUeir  laiid-f. 


dwells,  in  his  lazy  mist,  the  man  of  many  dav 
But  he  is  unknown,  Sul-malla,  like  the  this't 
of  the  rocks  of  roes  ;  k  shakes  its  grey  bean 
in  the  wind,  and  falls  unseen  of  our  eyes.  "' 
such  are  the  kings  of  men:  their  departun 
meteor  of  fire,  which  pours  its  red  ci'urse, 
the  desert,  over  the  bosom  of  night. 

«  He  is  mixed  wfth  the  warriors  of  old,  thos 
fires  that  have  hid  their  heads.  At  timei 
they  come  forth  in  song.  Not  forgot  has  th( 
jior  failed.  He  has  not  seen,  Sul-malla,  the  fa' 
of  a  beam  of  his  own  ;  no  fair-haired  son,  in  h' 
Mood,  yiHinstroubler  of  the  field.     1  am  lonelj 

fie  feeble,  when  my  strength  shall  have  faile 
in   years  ;    for  young  Oscar  has  ceased  on 
field. 

Sul-malla  returned  to  her  own  country, 
makes  a  tonsideiable  figure  in  the  poem  wt 
immediately  follows  :     Her  behaviour  in  tha 
piece  accounts  for  that  partial  regard  with  whitl 
the  poet  speaks  of  her  throughout  Temora 

t  Before  I  finish  my  notes,  it  may  nnt 
tog^ethcr  improper  to  obviate  an  objection,  whici 
5iiay  be  made  to  the  credibility  of  the  story  o 
'J'emora  as  related  by  Ossian.  It  may  be  asked 
^vhether  it  is  probable  that  Fingal  could  perforn 
such  actions  as  are  ascribed  to  him  in  this  book 
at  an  age  when  his  grandson,  Oscar,  had  acquire) 
so  much  reputation  in  arms.  To  this  it  may  bi 
aiisMC'-ed,  that  Fingal  v.-as  but  very  young  (Bool 
J  v.;  wiien  he  took  to  wi.e  Ros-crana,  who  sooi 


"  Sons  of  MorvWTS,  read  the  feast ;  send  the 
night  away  on  song.  Ye  iiuve  shone  around 
me,  and  the  da  k  sli-rni  is  past.  My  people 
are  the  windy  rocks,  f.om  whicU  1  spread  my 
eagle  wings,  when  Ijfi'sh  forth  to  renown,  and 
seize  it  Oil  its  im.  Ossian,  thou  hist  the 
sptar  of  Fi!vT-!  it  is  not  tlie  statf  of  a  boy  with 
which  he  51=  i.,c  iL  itie  round,  young 
M'anderei  -   :      >     ;   it  is  the  lance  of 

the  m'lc;'.'.   .  "cy    stretched   forth 

their  hai>>i-  ■■     '■     :-  to  thy  fathers,  ray 

son;  thc^  die  d»iui  bc^.i.j  With  mofuiing lead 
Ferad-artho  lorth  to  thee-jnoing  hails 'Of' Temo. 
ra.  Remind  him  of  the  kirss  of  Erili :  the 
stately  forms  of  old.  Let  not  the  fallen  be'  for- 
got, they  were  mighty  in  the  field.  LetCarril  pour 
his  song,  that  the  kings  may  rej(ate  in  their 
mist.  To-morrow  1  sp.-ead  my  sails  to  Selma's 
shaded  walls;  where  streamy  DuthuU  wind* 
through  the  seats  of  loes." 


after  became  the  mother  of  Ossian.  Ossian  was 
also  extremely  young  when  he  married  Ever- 
allin,  the  mother  of  Oscar.  Tiadition  relates, 
that  fingal  was  but  eighteen  years  old  at  the 
birth  of  his  son  Ossian ;  and  that  Ossian  jv^ll 
much  about  the  suaic  age,  when  Oscar,  hisson^ 
"-—  ,  perfiaps,ni.gh- beatwat  twenty 
Ued,  in  the  bait.e'of  Gabhra, 
.  i.i,jKi  me  age  of  Fingal,  \vhentl«*«leMsivo 
battle  wJB  ftu^t  between  him  and  Gattoor, 
was  ji^t  fifty.*rx  years.  In  ih;)S^  times  W  ac- 
tivity and  health,  tr.e  natural  slreflgtb  and  vi-  . 
gour  of  a  ma'ii  was  little  abated,  at  stf*  an  age; 
so  that  there  is  nothing  iiiiprobiible  in  the  action* 
of  Fingai,  as  related  in  this  bojk. 


Cathlin  of  Cluf/m, 


THE  ARGUMENT. 
An  address  to  MaUina,  the  daughter  of  Toscar. 
The  poet  relates  the  arrival  of  Cathlin  in  Sel- 
ma,  to  solicit  aid  against  Duth-carnior  of  Cluba, 
who  had  killed  Cathmol,  for  the  sake  of  his 
daughter  Lanul.  Fingal  declining  to  make  a 
choice  anio'ig  his  heroes,  who  were  all  claim, 
ing  the  command  of  the  expedition,  they 
retired  eai,h  to  his  hUl  of  ghosts,  t>  be  deier- 
niined  by  dreams.  The  spirit  of  Trenmor 
appears  to  Ossiaa  and  Oscar  :  they  sail  from 
the  bay  of  Carmona,  and,  on  the  fourth  day, 
appear  off  the  valley  of  Rath.col,  in  Tnis-huna, 
where  Duth-carmor  had  fixed  his  residence. 
Ossian  dispatches  a  bard  to  Duth-carmnr  to 
demand  battle.  Night  comes  on.  The  distress 
of  Cathlin  of  Clutha.  Ossian  devolves  the 
command  un  Oscar,  who,  according  to  I  he  cus- 
tom of  the  kings  of  Morven,  before  batllCj 
retired  to  a  neighbouring  hill.  Upon  the  com- 
ing on  of  day,  the  battle  joins.  Oscar  and 
Duth-carmor  meet  The  latter  falb.  Oscar 
carries  the  mail  and  helmet  of  Duth-carmor  to 
Cathlin,  who  h  "d  retired  fronithe  Beld.  C.uh- 
lin  is  discovered  to  be  the  daughter  of  Calhm  ' 
X  in  disguise,  who  had  been  carried  of^,  by  mr- 
by,  and  had  tnad-^  her  escape  frohi,  Duth»t 


COME,  thou  beam  that  art  lonety,  iconi 
watching  in  the  night !  The  squally  winds 
are  around  thee,  from  all  their  achoing  hills. 
Red,  over  my  hundred  streams,  are  the  light- 
covered  paths  ofthe  dead.  They  rejoice,  on  the 
eddying  winds,  in  the  still  season  of  night. 
Dwells  there  no  joy  in  song,  white  hand  of  the 
harps  of  Lutha?  Awake  the  voice  of  the  string, 
and  roll  my  soul  to  me.  It  is  a  streana  that  has 
failed.     Malvina,  pour  the  song. 

I  hear  thee,  from  thy  darlcness,  in  Selma,  thou 
that  watchest,  lonely,  by  night!  Why  didst  thou 
with-hold  the  song,  from  Ossian's  tailing  soulf 
As  the  falling  brook  to  the  ear  of  the  hunter, 
descending  from  his  storm-covered  hill;  in  a 
sun-beam  rolls  the  echoing  stream ;  he  hears, 
and  shakes  his  dewy  locks  :  such  is  the  voice  of 
Lutha,  to  the  friend  of  the  spirits  of  heroes. 
My  swelling  bosom  beits  high.  1  look  back  on 
the  days  that  are  past.  Come,  thou  beam  that 
art  lonely,  fropi  the  watching  of  night  ! 

In  the  echoing  bay  of  Carmonawe  saw,  one 
day,  the  bounding  ship.  On  high,  hung  a  broken 
shield;  it  was  marked  with  wandering  blood. 
Forward  came  a  youth,  in  armour,  and  stretched 
his  pointless  spear.  Long,  over  his  tearful  eyes, 
hung  loose  his  disordered  locks.  Fingal  gave  the 
shell  of  kings.  The  ivords  of  the  stranger  arose. 

"  In  his  hall  lies  Cathmol  of  Clutha,  by  the 
wind-n.?  of  his  own  dark  streams.  Duth-csrpior 
saw  white-bosomed  Lanul,  and  pierced  bei  f.i- 
ther's  side.  In  the  rushy  desert  were  my  steps. 
(He  fled  in  the  season  of  night.  Give  thine  rM 
'to  Cathlin  to  revenge  his  father.  1  sought  thcS 
not  as  a  beam,  in  aland  of  clouds.  Thou,  liks 
that  sua,  art  known,  king  of  echoing  Selmu." 
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Selma's  king  looked  around.  In  his  prese  nee 
we  rose  in  arms.  But  whoshouM  lift  thesbield 
fur  all  had  claimed  the  war.  The  nigiit  \.dm< 
down;  we  strode,  in  silence;  each  to  his  hill  ol 
ghosts  :  that  spirits  mishtdescend,  in  our  dreams, 
to  mark  us  for  the  field. 

We  struck  the  shield  of  the  dead,  ani  raised 
the  hum  of  scngsi  We  thrice  called  the  ghosts 
of  our  fathers.  We  laid  us  down  in  dreams. 
'i  renmor  tame,  before  mine  eyes,  the  tsl!  form 
of  other  years.  His  blue  hosts  v.ere  b-hind  him 
in  half-^istinffjiihed  rows.  Scarce  seen  is  theit 
strife  in  misr,  or  their  stretching  forward  to 
cleatbs.  I  listened ;  hat  no  sound  was  there. 
Tiie  forms  were  empty  wind. 

J  started  from  the  drcan;  of  ghosts.  On  a  snd. 
<l;n  blast  fiew  my  whistling  hair.  Low-si  urcling, 
in  the  oak,  is  the  departure  of  the  deal.  I  u  ok 
jny  shield  from  its  Ixjugii  Onward  r.r-iirc  thp 
i-attUng  of  steel.  ItwasOscar  ot  Legof.  He  had 
seen  his  fathers.    ~ 

"  As  rushe'!  forth  the  blast,  on  the  bosom  of 
whitening  waves :  so  careless  shall  m  >  courr-  "— 
through  ocean,  to  the  dwelling  of  foes.    I 
seen  the  dead,  my  father.    My  bealii>2  sm 
high!     My  fame  is  bright  before  rr.e,  like  the 
streak  of  tight  on  a  cloud,  ^♦■hen  the  hrnat 
c-vn-.es  forth,  red  traveller  of  the  sty," 

«'  Grsndsu.i  of  BrSttio,"  I  said ;  "  luit  03car 
alone  3.*i;.il  meat  the  fric.  I  rushfon^-arj ,  tbrcugd 
ocean,  to  the  wuody  dwelling  of  heme;.  Let  m( 
contend,  my  son,  like  eagles,  from  i  ;;?  irck; 
*heii  they  lift  their  broad  wings,  as:  hfi  i>x 
stream  of  winds."  We  raised eursu;  15  i:.  Car. 
mona.    From  three  ships,  they  marked  my  iiiieli 

"     I  Oscar  is  here  called  Oscar  of  Lev'o,  from  hi 
tti'Tiher  beingthcflauphterof  Brita'.-,  apowerfu 
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\e  wsve,  as  I  looked  on  nis'-Hiy  T.m.thena, 
wanderer  between  the  clouds.  Foui-  liays 
;  the  breeze  abruad.  Lumoa  came  forward 
in  mist.  In  winds  were  its  hundred  groves,  bun- 
beams  marked,  at  times,  its  brown  side.  White 
leapt   the  foamy  streams  from  all  its  echoing 

A  greeii  fi.'  '.  in  U.e  ;  jscm  of  hilis,  winds 
silent  wi.  i  ^     trLam.    Here,  midst 

thewavir:  .  ,    :.^  dwelling  if  kings 

of  old.     r'l.  .     --  :..,  d^rk-brown  years, 

had  sefk::  n  ;  _.  ,  i.  I.tol,  for  the  race  of 
faetoes  h:id  failed,  along  the  pleasant  vale. 
Duth-carmor  was  here,  with  his  people,  dark 
rider  of  the  wave.  Ton.thena  had  hid  her  head 
in  the  sky.  He  bound  his  white-bosomed  sails. 
His  course  is  on  the  hills  of  Rath-col,  to  the 
scats  cf  roes. 

We  came.  I  sent  the  bard,  with  songs,  to 
can  the  foe  to  fight.  Duth-carmor  heaid  him 
with  joy.  The  king's  soul  was  a  beam  o.  fire: 
a  bearu  of  fire,  marked  with  smoke,- rushinp, 
varied,  through  the  bosom  of  night.  The  deeds 
of  Duih-carnioi-  were  dark,  though  his  arm  was 

NiKht  came,  with  the  gathering  of  clouds :  by 
the  beam  of  the  oat  we  sat  down.  At  a  cistance 
,  stood  Cathlin-of  Clutha..  I  saw  the  changing 
soul  of  the  stranger.  As  shadows  fiy  over  the 
field  of  grass,  so  various  is  Calhlin's  cheek.  It 
was  fair,  within  locks,  that  rose  on  Rath-col's 
wind.  I  did  not  rush,  amidst  his  soul,  with  my 
words.    I  bade  the  song  to  ris?. 

"  0-car  of  Lego,"  1  said,  "be  thine  the  se*  "J. 
tret  hiU^,to-ttihht  strike  the  shield,  like  Mot-   v 
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ven's  kiags.  WiThdayjlIimi  shaUkadin  « 
From  my  rock,  I  shall  see  thee,  0"car,  a  die_ 
fulforin  ascendins  in  fi^ht,  like  the  appeariiK 
of  ghosts,  anidst  the  storms  they  raise.  Wl 
should  mine  eyes  return  to  the  dimtimes  of  ol 
ere  yet  the  song  had  bursted  forth,  lilce  the  su 
den  rising  of  winds.  But  the  years  that  a 
past,  are  marked  with  mighty  deeds.  As  tl 
nightly  rider  of  waves  looks  up  to  Ton-thenac 
beams :  so  let  us  turn  our  eyes  to  Tren  nor,  tr 
father  of  kings." 

Wide,  in  Caracha's  echoing  field,  Carmal  h: 
poured  his  tribes.     They  were  a  dark  ridge  a 
waves;  the  gre^-haired  bards  were  like  movin 
foam  on  their  face.     They  kindled  the  strif 
around  with  their  red-roUing  eyes.     Nor  alon 
were  the  dwellers  of  locks  ;  a  son  of  Loda  wa 
there:  a  v  )ice  in  his  own  dark  land,  to  call  tlv 
ghosts  from  high.     On  his  hiil,  he  had  dwelt, 
Lochlin,  in  the  m'dst  of  a  leafless  grove.     F: 
stones   lificd,  near,  their  he.ids      Lnud   roai 
his  ru.'shing  strer.n.     He  often  raised   his  vo  . 
to  winds,  when  meteors  marked  their  nighil- 
■wings;  when  the  dark-robed  moon  was  rollci 
behind  her  hill. 
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JjlJor  unhaar.l  n!"  ghosts  wis  he!    Thcy  ciiie 

jith   the  soimd  of  eagle-wings.     They  turned 

■jittle,  in  fields,  before  the  kings  of  men. 

■t«MBat  Trenmor  they  turned  not  from  battle; 

edrew  forwird  the  troubled  war;  in  its  dark 

cirt  was  Trathal,  like  a  rising  light.     It  was 

ark  ;  and  Loda's  son  poured  forth  his  signs,  on 

ight.    The  feeble  were  not  before  thee,  son  of 

ther  lands ! 

Thent  rfise  the  strife  of  kings,  atwiut  the  hiU 
f  ni-^hf  ;  but  it  was  s.  ft  as  two  summer  gales, 
■— '-=  ig  their  light  wings,  on  a  lake.  Trenmor 
d  to  his  son  ;  for  the  fame  of  the  king  was 
Traihal  came  forth  before  his  father, 
le  foes  failed,  in  echoing  Caracha.    The 

that  are  past,  my  son,  a-e  marked  with 

nighty  deedsf.  **♦*    ****    ** 

_  In  cloud;  rose  the  eastern  light.    The  foe  ca 
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ing  of  meteors,  in  a  vale  by  night:  red  light 
_  scattered  round,  and  men  foresee  ti^^tonn. 
Duth.carmor  is  low  in- blood  The  sojqPbssian 
Overcame.    No:  harmless  in  battle  was  he,  Mal- 

----    '-.and  of  hurps ! 


thisei 

L  i  Those  who  deliver  down  this  poem  in  bra- 
B^on,  lament  that  there  is  a  great  part  of  it  lost : 
Tn  particular,  they  regret^the  loss  of  an  episode, 
iKh:ch  was  here  introduced,  with  ihe  sequel  of 
Wie  story  of  Carma!  and  his  druids.  Their  at- 
Itachment  to  it^as  Ajrfnti^d  on  ihP  descriptors 
li  of  Biagikal  iuchantsnenis  whith  it  contained. 


,./^^'';/;;'  ;'^"-  '"■-''';  ---  -'■'- stepsof  Cathlin.    T 

Above,  bends  the  brancliy  bi-  ch,  3ncfstre\"s  ' 
leaves  on  winds.  The  inverted  spear  of  Cathl 
touched,  at  times  the  stream,  o.car  brou^ 
Duth-carmor'smail:  his  helmet  with  its  eagl 
w:ng.  He  placed  them  before  the  stranger,  l 
h.s  words  were  heard.      «  The  foes  of  thy  f 

ghosts  Renown  returns  to  Morven,  llkeari 
ins  wind.  ^V  hy  art  thou  dark,  chief  of  Cluthi 
Is  there  cause  for  grief?" 

"  Sou  of  Ossian  of  harps,  my  soul  is  dark, 
sad.  I  behold  the  arms  of  Cathmol,  which  I 
raised  in  war.  lake  the  mail  of  Cathlin,  plai 
It  high  in  Selma's  hill ;  that  thou  mavest  renieir 
ber  the  hapless  in  thy  distant  land." 

From  white  breasts  descended  the  mail.  3 
\^tneraceof  kings;  thesoft-handed  daughU 
of  Cathmol  at  the  streams  of  clutha.  Dutt 
carnjor  saw  her  bnght  in  the  hall :  he  came  b 
night,  to  Clutha.  Cathmol  met  him,  in  battU 
but  the  warrior  fell.  Three  days  dwek  thefo 
V'lfh  the  maid.  On  the  fourth  she  fled  in  arms 
She  renumbered  the  race  of  kings,  and  felt  he 
DurstiDgsoul. 

nf"<!!,'.  '•■^,=^,''""t"V'^^'^'  Near  it  were  the  st^ 
Of  6ui-i„.-.U?.,  in  the  days  of  grief.    She  raised  th 

?he1?.o'^L[.'if,i^|""°^^'^-S-.  -'''"-- 


Sul-maila  of  Liimon  : 


THE  ARGUMENT. 
This  poem,  whith,  properly  speaking,  is  a  con- 
tinuation of  the  iast,  opens  with  an  address  <o 
Sul-malla,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  Inis. 
huna,  whom  Ossian  met  at  the  chase,  as  he 
returned  fiom  the  battle  of  Ralh-col.  Sul- 
malla  invites  Ossian  and  Oscar  to  a  feast,  at  the 
residence  of  her  father,  who  was  then  absent 
in  the  wars.  Upon  hearing  their  name  and 
family,  she  relates  an  expedition  of  Fingal  into 
I  nis-huna.  She  casually  mentioning  Cathmor, 
chief  of  Atha,  (who  then  assisted  her  father 
against  his  enemies)  Ossian  introduces  the  epi- 
sode of  Culgnrm  and  Suran-dronlo,  two  Scan- 
dinavian kings,  in  w  hose  wars  Ossian  himselt" 
and  Cathmor  were  engaged  on  opposite  sides. 
The  stery  is  imperfect,  a  part  of  the.originsl 
being  lost.  Ossian, warned,  in  a  dream,  by  Ihs 
ghost  of  Trenmorj  sets  fail  from  Inis-buuH. 

WHOt  moves  so  stately,  on  Lumon,  at  the 
roar  of  the  foamy  waters  ?  Her  hair  falls 
upon  her  heaving  breast.    White  is  her  arm  be- 


t  The  expedition  of  Ossi;n  to  Inis-hunahap. 
pencd  a  short  lime  before  Fingal  passed  ov.t 
into  Ireland,  to  dethrone  Cairbar  the  son  of 
Borbar-dutlml.    Cathmcr,  the  brother  of  (Jair- 
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hind,  as  slow  she  bend?  the  bow.     Why  df  j! 
thou  wander  in  deserts,  like  a  light  througf  •) 
cloudy  field?  The  young  roes  are  panting,     i 
their  secret  rocks.      Return,  thou  daughter 
kings  !  the  cloudy  night  is  near. 

It  was  the  young  branch  of  Lumon,  Sul-ma 
of  blue  e\  03.     She  sent  the  bard  from  her  roc 
to  bid  u3  to  her  feast.    Amidst  the  song  we  :  < 
down,  in  Conmor's  echoing  hall.    White  mov  | 
the  hands  of  Sul-malla,  on  the  trembling  strini  1 
Half-heard,  amidst  the  sound,  was  the  name   1 
Atha's  king :  he  that  was  absent  in  battle  forh  1 
own  green  land.    Nor  absent  from  her  soul  w  t 
he:  he  came  midst  her  thoughts  by  night :  To  j 
thena  looked  in,  from  the  sky,  and  saw  her  tos 
iug  arms. 

The  sound  of  the  shells  had  ceased.  Ajnid 
long  locks,  Sul.inalla  rose.  She  spoke  wii 
bended  eyes,  and  asked  of  our  course  throuf 
seas,  "  for  of  the  kings  of  men  arc  ye,  tall  ride 
of  the  wave."  »' Not  unknown,"  I  said,  " 
his  streams  is  he,  the  father  of  our  race.  Fing 
has  been  heard  of  at  Cluba,  blue-eyed  daughti 
of  kings.  Nor  only,  at  Cona's  stream,  is  Ossia 
and  Oscar  known.  Foes  trembled  at  our  voici 
and  shrunk  in  other  lands." 

"  Not  unmarked,"  said  the  maid,  "  by  Su' 
mqlla,  is  the  shield  of  Morven's  king.  It  hanj 
high,  in  Con-mor's  hall,  in  memory  of  the  past 
when  Fingal  came  to  Cluba,  in  the  days  of  othe 


bar,  was  aiding  Con.mor,  king  of  Inis-huna,  i 
his  wars,  at  the  time  that  Ossian  defeated  Duth 
(.armor,  in-the  valley  of  Rath-col.  The  poem  i 
more  interesting,  that  it  contains  so  many  par 
ticulars  concerning  those  pgrsonages  wto  D.at 
ie  great  a  figajrein  Teniora. 
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Loud  roared  the  boar  of  CuWarnu,  in 

le  midst  of  his  rucks  and   woods.     Inis-huna 

jnt  her  youths,  but  they  failed  ;   and  virgins 

'ept  over  ton-.bs.     Careless  went  the  king  to 

lulclarnn.    On  his  spear  rolled  the  strength  of 

■,  ie  woods.     He  was   bright,  they  said,  in   his 

^  xks,  the  first  of  mortal  men.    Nor  at  the  feast 

(;  /ere  heard  his  words.     His  deeds  passed  from 

,,  .is  soul  of  fire,  like  the  rolling  of  vapours  from 

he  face  of  the  wandering  sun.     Not  careless 

ooked  the  blue-eyes  of  Clubaon  his  statelysteps. 

.n  white  bosoms  rose  the  king  of  Selma,  in 

nidst  of  their  thoughts  by  night.    But  the  winds 

—  -  the  stranger  to  the  echoing  vales  of  his  roes. 

lost  to  other  lands  was  he,  like  a  meteor 

sinks  in  a  cloud.    He  came  firth,  at  times, 

n  his  brightness,  to  the  distant  dwelling  of  foes. 

iis  fame  came,  like  the  sound  of  winds,  to  Clu- 

woody  vale. 

Darkness  dwells  in  Cluba  of  harps  :  the 
ace  of  kings  is  disanl  far ;  in  battle  is  Con-mor 
>f  spears;  and  Lor.mor  kingoi'streamsif.  Nor 
tarkening  alone  are  they  ;  a  beam,  from  other 
ands,  is  nigh  :  the  friendl  of  strangers  in  Atha, 
he  troubler  of  the  field.    High,  fromtt-' — --'  " 


^  Lormor  was  the  son  of  Con-mor,  and  the 
■other  of  Sul-mslla.  After  the  deith  of  C;n. 
lOr,  Lormor  succeeded  him  in  the  throne. 
•(  Cathmor,  'he  son  of  Borbar-duthul.  It  ■ 
would  appear,  from  the  partiality  with  wbicb 
Sul-malla  speaks  of  that  hero,  that  she  had  seen 
-  ■  '-  his  jiining  her  father's  army; 
isitively  asserU,  that  it  was  after 


le  feil : 


that  she  feil  in  love  with  h}nai 
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hamless,  white  hands  of  Erin!    is  he 
skirts  of  wHr  ;  he  rolls  ten  thousand  before  h 
in  bis  distant  field." 

.  Csthmor  from"his  sfcain',' v.^erV  hV;inu,c 
strength  on  I-tlvTnr : ,  iile 'it  m.uiv  waves, 
st'ife  mtt  two  ki.ics  in  I-fi:r.,no,  Culponn 
Suran-dronlo  :  each  irom  liis  ecuuiug  i;!e,  i 
hunters  of  the  boar  .' 

"  Thev  met  a  boar,  at  a  foamv  Etrram  : 
pierced  it  with  his  slec!.  Theystrove  fo» 
fame  of  the  deed  :  and  gloomy  battle  rose.  I 
isle  to  isle  they  sent  a  spear,  hroiten  and  sL . 
cd  with  blood,  to  cailthefriends  of  their  fathe 
in  their  sounding  arms.  Cathmor  cam 
Bolga,to Culgorm,  red-eyedking :  T  aidcdSur; 
diORlOjin  his  land  of  boars. 

"  We  rushed  on  either  side  of  a  stream,  w! 
reared  through  a  blasted  fieath.  High  brq 
jocks  were  rcimd,  wiUi  all  their  bending  tl 
Near  are  tv  o  circles  of  Lo<1a,  with  the  stoni 
power;  where  spirits  descended,  by  night/ 
<la»k-red  streams  of  Sre.  There,  mixed  v 
tlie  murmur  of  waters,  rose  the  voice  of  e 
men.  They  called  the^forriis  of  night,  to 
thsm  in  their  war. 

"  Heedless  I  stood,  with  my  people,  whe 
fell  the  foamy  stream  from  xocbs.     The  n" 

t  I.thorno,  says  tradition,  wes  an  island 
Scandinavia  In  it,  at  a  htiiuinp;  party,  ~ 
Calgorm  and  Suran-dronlo,  the  kings  of  _. 
r.eig.ibouring  isles.  They  d  ficred  about  tl 
honour  of  killing  a  boat  ;  and  a  war  was  kindli 
beiv-'cen  them,  Fuomthis  episode  we  may  lean 
that  the  manners  of  the  Scandinavians  iv' 
much  more  savage  and  cruel  than  -those 
Britain. 
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wed  red  from  (he  niountain.  My  song,  it 
lec,  urose.  Dark  on  the  olher  side,  youn^ 
thn:or  beard  tny  voice;  for  he  lay,  beneath 
;oak,  in  all  his  gleaming  arais.  Morning 
ne  ;  wx  ruahed  to  fight :  from  wing  to  wing 
^the  roiling  of  strife.  They  fell,  like  the 
istle  lead,  beneath  autumnal  winds. 

irmour  came  a  stately  form  :  1  mixed  my 
okes  with  the  king.  B?  turns  our  shields  are 
reed:  loud  rung  our  steely  mails.  Bis  heU 
t  fell  to  the  ground.  In  brightness  shune  the 
;  His  eyes,  two  pleasant  flames,  idled  bc- 
"lis  wandering  locks.     I  knew  the  king 

,  f.iid  threw  my  spear  on  earth.  Dark, 
turned,  and  silent  passed  to  mix  withpother 

so  passed  tJUfl  striving  kings]].     They 
L  echoing  ^y  ;"-like  the  meetingof  gi-^osrs 
the  dark  wing  ot- winds.     Through  either 
ast  rushed  the  si-ea-s ;  nor  yet  lav  the  foes 
earth.     A  r.  ck  receiviCd  U^eir  fall ;'  and  hai&t. 
riued  they  lay  in  daa^H    Each  held  lbtt.l^S^ 
is  foe;  and  giioily  ^Htoed  to  roll  his  eyes, 
;  stream  of  tt0t«cs1eapt  on  their  shields, 
rmxed  belnwfcrt  blood. 
The  baitle  ceased  i*I-thomo.     The  stran. 
met   in  pcsce  :    Cauiivur  from    Alba  of 
anis,  and  03s;an,^.ing  iif  harps.    We  placed 
dead  ineaitii.      Our  steps  were  by  Runar's 
_.    With  the  boun(8ng  boat,  afar,  advanced  a 
Sy  wave.    Dark  was  the  rider  of  seas,  but  a 


Culgorm  and  Suran-d-onlo.  The  comba^  of  i^'_ 
kin^s  and  their  attitude  in  death  are  higr:!^^  " 
uresque,  and  expressive  of  that  ferocityJjH^" 
whicli   dis  ii^gjshcd    Ihe    cortb^^^Hp 
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beam  of  light  was  there,  like  the  ray  of  the . 
in  Strumlo's  rolling  smoke.  It  was  thedat 
ter  of  Suran-dronlo,  wild  in  brightened  lo 
Her  eyes  were  wandering  flames,  amidst  di 
ered  locks.  Forward  is  her  white  arm,  with 
spear ;  her  high-heaving  breast  is  seen,  whii 
Toaray  waves  that  rise,  by  turns,  amidst  re 
They  are  beautiful,  but  they  are  terrible, 
mariners  call  the  winds." 

"  Come,  ye  dwellers  of  Loda!  Carrha^ 
in  the  midst  of  clouds !  Sluthnior,  thai  sW' 
in  airy  halls  !  Corchtur,  terrible  in  winds  ! 
ceive,  from  his  daughter's  spear,  the  foe 
Suran-dronlo. 

"  No  shadow,  at  his  roaring  streams 
mildly.looking  form  was  he  !  When  he  tool  ( 
his  spear,  the  hawks  shook  their  sounding  wj 
for  blood  was  poured  around  the  steps  oi  ^ 
eyed   Suran.dronla. 

"  lie  lighted  me,  no  harmless  beam,  to  g' 
en  his  stream.    Like  meteors,  1  was  bright 

I  blasted  the  foes  of  Suran-dronla." * 

Kor  unconcerned  heard  bul-malla,  the  [ 
of  Cathn. or  of  shields.'  He  was  vilhin  her 
like  a  fire  in  secret  heath,  whieh  awakes  a 
voice  ol  the  blast,  and  sends  ifs  beam  ab 
Amidsi  the  song  removed  the  daughter  of  k 
like  the  soft  sound  of  a  sunuiier-trceze  ;  ' 
it  lifts  the  heads  of  flowers,  and  curls  the 

By  night  came  a  dream  to  Osslan,  wit 
form  stood  the  shadow  of  Trenmor.  He  s 
ed  to  strike  the  dim  shield,  on  Sei 
stres^itiy  rock.  I  rose,  i|i  my  rattling  stei 
knew  that  war  was  near.  Before  the  wind  ' 
sails  were  spread;  when  Luman  shewo 
streams  to  the  morn.  ^ 

Con'.e  from  the  watching  of  night,  Mai 
lonely  beam!  ■ 


Cath-loda . 
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A  POEM. 

^-==re.-^^^-^r^=^ 

ingali 

noneofhis  voyages  to  the  Orkney  islands 

,  I,  by  stress  of  weather,  into  a  buy  .  f 
Stamiinavia,  near  the  residence  of  Starno,  king 
of  Loclilin.  Starno  invites  Fingal  to  a  feast, 
fingal,  doubting  the  faith  of  the  king,  and 
inindlui  of  his  former  bie?.th  of  hospitality, 
tFingal,  B.  111.)  refuses  to  go.  Starnogathcrs 
together  his  tiit.es  ;  Fingal  resolves  to  defend 
himself.  N  ghl  coming  on,  Duth-inaruno  pro. 
pises  toFinf;aI,  tocbseive  the  motions  of  the 
itncmy.  Tlie  king  himself  undertakes  the 
watth.  Advancing  lovi  ards  the  enemy,  he  ac- 
cider.tally  con.es  to  tl-,e  cave  ol  'lurthor, 
where  Stsrno  had  confined  Conban-carglas, 
daughter  of  a  uei£hbouring  chief. 
-,  _s  imperftct,  a  pajt  of  the  original 
ibeing  lest.  Fingal  comes  to  a  place  of  woiship, 
I'Where  Starno,  and  his  son  Swaran,  consul  ed 
Ihe  spirit  of  Loda,  concerning  the  issue  of  the 
"■  :  rencounter  of  Fiugnl  and  Swarsui. 
concludes  with  a  description  of  the 
:y  hall  of  CrutUnl.i,  euf  f  osed  to  be  the  Odin  ' ' 
■Scatdiaavia, 


DUANt  FIRST. 

4  TALE  (,{  the  times  if  old!  Whv, 
wandcrM  unseen,  that  bendcsc  the  I 
cf  Lora,  why^  thou  breeze  of  the  valley 
thou  left  niiufeear?  I  here  no  distant  r  .. 
streams,  no  sound  of  the  harp,  from  the  rock 
Come  thou  huntress  of  Lutha,  send  imck  bis'ft 
to  the  bard. 
I  look  forward  to  Lochlin  of  lakes,  to  the  dai 
~  ridgy  bay  of  U-thorno,  where  Fiugal  descend 
from  oceanlMtm  the  roar  of  winds.  Few  - 
the  heroes  orW)rven,  in  a  lund  unknown  !  S 
no  sent  a  dweller  of  Loda,  to  bid  Fingal  to 
feast:  but  the  ki.ig  remembered  the  past, 


«  Nor  Gorma 

I's  mossy  tower 

•  nor   Stan 

shall  Fingal  behold  !     Deaths  wa 

nder,   like  si 

dows, 

over  his 

fiery  ,oul.     Do 

1    forget  tl 

'beam  o 

flight,  I 

le  wnite-handc-d 

daughter! 

kings  > 

Go.   son 

o,    Luda  ;  his 

vords   are   1 

blasts, 

to  Fing-al 

and  fro,  i 

the  th 

stle.in  a 

itumnitl  vales. 

«JD 

th-maru 

Crcmma-E' 

of  iro! 

shields 

"s'trnthmorrdweller  of  batl 

inieofDuI 


t  Agandecta,  the  daughter' of  Starn- 
her  father  killed,  oa  actount  of  herdu 
to  f  iiigal  a  plot  liUdJ^nst  his  lile. 


n 
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wing!  Corroar,  whose  ships  bound  on  seas, care- 
less as  the  course  of  a  meteor,  on  dai  k-streaming 
Uouds !  Arise,  around  me,  children  of  heroes, 
in  aland  unknown.  Let  each  look  on  his  shield, 
like  Trenmor,  the  raler  of  battles.  "  Coir.e 
down,"  said  the  king,  "  thou  d'A'eller  beiween 
the  harps.  Thou  shall  roll  this  stream  a\ray, 
or  dwell  with  me  in  earth." 

Around  him  they  rose  in  wrath.  No  words 
came  forth:  they  seized  their  spears.  Earh 
soul  is  rolled  inlo  itself.  At  length  the  sud.lin 
clang  is  w?Jced,  on  all  their  eclioing  shields. 
Each  took. his  hill,  by  night,  at  intervals ;  tiiey 
darkly  stood.'  Unequal  burst  the  hum  of  Sijnss, 
between  the  roaring  wind.  Broad  over  thciit 
rose  the  moon.  In  his  a;ms,  came  tall  Du'.h- 
niarunof  ;  be  from  Croma-charn  of  rocks,  stern 
hunter  of  the  boar.  In  his  dark  boat  he  rose  ou 
waves,  when  Crttm-thormoth  awaked  its  woods. 
-In  the  cliase  he  sh:'ne,  among  bis  foes  :  No  fear 
.was  thiue,  Duth-maruntj. 

"  Son  of  Comha!,"  he  said,  '^my  steps  shall 
be  forward  through  night.  From  this  shield  I 
shall  view  them,  over  their  gleaming  tribe?. 
Stavno,  of  lakes,  is  before  me,  and  Swaran,  the 
foe  of  strangers.  Their  words  are  not  invairi, 
by  Loda's  stone  of  power.  If  Duth-maru::o 
returns  not,  his  spouse  is  lonely,  at  home,  whc  c 
meet  two  roaring  streams,  on  Crathmo-ciaiilo's 


t  Duth-ma-uno  is  a  name  vary  famous  in  tra- 
dition. Many  of  his  great  actions  are  hsuUfd 
d"wn,  but  the  poems  which  contained  the  detail 
of  them,  are  long  since  lost.  He  lived,  it  is  ^.ip- 
posecl,  in  that  i.r-.,t  of  the  north  of  Scotland, 
which  is  over  agiii.nst  Orkney.— Crun-..Uior.llOkh3 
ou;  of  the  Orkiicy  or  SJieUand  islartds. 
VOL,   II.  I 
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jiUiin.  Ai'ound  are  hills,  with  their  woods  ;  tU 
«>cean  is  rolling  near;  My  son  looks  on  scream 
iiigsea-fcwlj-iouiig  wanderer  of  the  field.  Giv 
the  head  of  a  boar  to  Can- dona,  tell  him  of  h 
father's  joy, when  the  bristly  strength  of  I-tho 
111)  nulled  on  his  lifted  spear." 

"  Not  forjjetiing  my  fathers,"  said  Fin^! 
«'  T  have  bounded  over  ridgy  seas  ;  theirs  waflh 
times  of  danger  in  ihe  days  of  old.  Nor  galhei 
darkness  on  me,  before  foes, though  1  am  younf 
ii!  my  locks.  Chief  of  Crathmo.ciaulo,  Ihefie! 
uinir.ht  isniine." 

He  riLshcd,  in  nlliiis  arms,  wide-bounding  o\ 
'rarliiDr's  stream,  that  sent  ito  sullen  roar, 
night,  through  Gonial's  misty  vale.  A  moo 
feeam  glittered  on  a  rock  :  in  the  midst,  stoOL 
stalL-ly  for-.n  :  a  form  with  floating  locks,  lik 
Lcchliii's  wbite.bosomed  nia:d.  Untqual  a 
tor  steps,  and  short :  she  throws  a  broken  so 
on  wind.  At  times  she  tosses  her  white  arm 
ivr  grief  is  in  her  soul. 


t  T(  rcul-torno,   according  to  tradition, 
king  of  Crathliin,  a  district  in  bueden, 
liver  Lulan  ran  near  the  residence  ot    f'oi 
tonio.    The  war  between   Starno  aiid  Toi 
torno,  hr.d  its  rise  at  a  hunting  party.    The  k 

were  V '..-'  '  '..  f.:i;i',  a'.d  he  hiii;self  slair 
Starno  ■  ^  ■-,  and  carried  off,  b 

fo.cc.  C   ■  ..  b.autiful  daughter  t 

paUceif  c  I.;  ■  -,  on  account  of  her  cru( 
irtytilient,  she  beoaii.e  distracted.  The  parj 
•  giiiiih  just  now  before  us,  is  the  song  of  C'lnbs 
«ir3;?.s,  at  the  time  slie  was  disccvtrcd  by  Fing 
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o^  n  dark  streams,  father  of  Couban-carglaf  : 
But  I  behold  thee,  thief  of   Lulan,   sporting  by 

'  LoitP.'s  ha!!,   when  the  dark-skirted   night   is 

i  poured  aUng  the  sky. 

J     «<Thou,  sometimes,  hidest  tlie  moon,  wn.i 

'  thy  shield.  I  have  seen  her  dim  in  beaver.. 
■Thou  kindlestthy  hair  into  meteors,  and  sail- 

>.'  est  along  the  night.    Why  am  I   forgot    m   my 

'  c«ve  king  of  shaggy  boars  t  Look  irom  the  nail 

.  of  Loda, on  lonely  Conban-carglas." 

«   Who    art  thou,"  said  Fingal,  "  voice  or 

»  night  ?'•  She,  trembling,  turned  away.    "  %yho  ^ 

»  art  thou,  in  thy  darkness  "•  She   shrunk   into  7 

■    the  cave.    The  king  loosed  the  thong  from   Iiec^. 
hands :  he  asked  about  her  fathers.  *%,! 

«  Tortul-tomo,"  she  said, "  once  dwelt  at 
Lulaii's  foamy  stream:  he  dwelt— but,  now,  in 

,  Lodo's  hall,  he  shakes  the  sounding  sl-.ell.  He 
met  Starno  of  Lccblin,  in  battle;  long  fought 
the  dark-eyed  kings.    My  father  fell,  at  length, 

•,  bue-sliielded  Torcul-torno!  ,  ^  ,     . 

"  By  a  rock,  at  Lulan's  stream,  I  had  pierced 

'  the  bounding  roe.  My  white  hand  gathered  my 
hair,  from  off  the  stream  of  winds.  I  heatd  a 
noise.    Mine  eyes  were  up.    My  soft  breast  rose 

,  on  high.  My  step  was  forward,  at  Lulan,  to 
meet  thee,  Torcul-tc; 


o,  dreadful  king!  His  red  eyes 
i-carglas.  Dark  waved  his  sha;;- 


•   rol'ed  on  Conbaa-carglas.  _ 
gy  b.'ow,  above  his  gathered  smile.    Where 
my  father,  I  said,  he  that  was  mighty  in  wa 
Thou  art  left  alone  among  foes,  daughter  of  T 

■>  cul-tomol 


It  is  in  lyric  measure,  and  set  to  music,  which  is 
wild  and  simple,  and  so  inimitably  suited  to  ihe 
situation  of  the  unhappy  lady,  that  few  catt  hear 
it  without  tsais,      , 
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*•  He  took  inv  hand.  He  raised  the  s:ul.  Id 
this  cave  he  placed  me,  dark.  At  times,  hi 
comes,  a  gathered  mist.  He  lifts  before  me,  nai 
father's  shield.  Often  passes  a  beam*  of  youtt 
far-distant  from  my  cave.  He  dwells  lonely  ij 
the  soul  of  the  daughter  of  1  orcul-torno." 

"  Maid  of  Lulan,"  said  Fingal,"  white-hand. 
edConban-carglas;  ac'ojd,  marked  with  streaks 
of  fire,  is  rolled  alor.g  thy  soul.  Look  m 
that  dark.robed  moon  ;  nor  yet  to  those  meU—  - 
of  heaven;  my  gleaming  steel  is  arocnd  thee, 
daughter  of  Torcul-torno. 

"  It  is  not  the  steel  of  the  feeble,  nor  of  the 
dark  in  soul.  The  maids  are  not  shut  in  ( 
caves  of  streams;  ncr  tossing  their  white  ai  , 
alone.  'X'hey  bend,  fair  within  their  locks,  above 
the  harps  of  Selma.  Their  voice  is  not  h  " 
desert  wild,  young  light  of  Torcui-torno." 


]  By  the  beam  of  youth,  it  afterwards  gppears, 
that  Conban-c£rgi,«s  means  Swaran,  the  son  of 
Starno,  with  whom,  during  'her  confinement, 
she  had  fallen  in  love. 

j]  From  this  contrast,  which  Fingal  draws,  be. 
tween  his  own  nation  and  the  inhabitants  of 
Scandinavia,  we  may  learn,  that  the  formers 
mucn  less  barbarous  than  the  latter.  This 
tinction  is  so  much  obsened  throughout  the 
poems  of  Ossian,  that  there  can  be  no  doubf^ 
that  he  followed  the  real  manners  of  both  nations 
in  his  own  time.  ■  At  the  close  of  the  speech  of 
FingiU  there  i5  a  great  part  uf  Ihs  orig-.:ial  k  s 
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shook  amid  squally  winds.  Three  stones,  with 
beadsot"  moss,  are  iheie;  a  stream,  with  loam, 
ing  course;  and  dreadful,  rolled  around  them, 
is  the  dark-red  cloud  of  Loda.  From  its  top 
looked  forward  a  gho*,  half-formed  of  the  sha- 
dowy smoke.  He  pourel  his  voice,  at  times, 
amidst  the  roaring  stream.  Near,hending  be- 
neath a  blasted  tree,  two  heroes  received  his 
■•words :  Swaran  of  the  lakes,  and  Staino  foe  of 
strangers.  Oit  their  dun  shields,  they  darkly 
leaned:    their    spears   are    forward   in    nighU 

[^  Shrill  sounds  the  blast  of  darkness,  in  Staruo's 
floating  beard.  .       .     ^^ 

They  heard  the  tread  of  Fingal.    The  warriors 
Sroseinarms.  "  Swaran,  lay  that  wandcrerlow," 
said  Starno,  in  his  pride.    «  Take  the  shield  of 
thy  father;  it  is  a  rock  in  war.""    Swaran  threw 
^'  his  gleaming  spear  ;  it  stood  fixed  m  Loda  s  tree. 
Then  came  the  foes  forward,  with  swords.  They 
mixed  their  rattling  steel.    Through  the  tnongs 
cif^waran's  shield  rushed  the  blafle  of  Luno.  The 
shield  feU  rolling  on  earth.    Cleft  the  helmet 
fell  down.    Fingal  stopt  the  lifted  steel.   Wrath- 
ful stood   Swaran  unarmed.     He  rolled  bis  silent 
eyes,  and  threw  his  sword  on  earth.    Then, 
►  slowly  stalking  over  the  stream,  he  whistled  as 

Nor  unseen  of  his  fathar  is  Swaran.  Starno 
turned  away  in  wrath.  His  shaggy  brows  wav- 
ed dark,  above  his  gathered  rage.  He  struck  Lo- 
da's  tree,  with  his  spear  :  he  raised  the  hum  of 
songs.  They  came  to  the  host  sf  Lochlin,  each 
in  his  own  dark  path;  like  two  foam- covered 
streams,  from  two  rainy  vales. 

To  Turthor's  plain  Fingal  returned.  Fair  rose 
the  beam  of  the  east.  It  shone  on  the  spoil*  of 
Lochlin  in  the  hand  of  the  king.  From  her  cave 
came  forth,  in  her  beauty,  the  daughter  of  Tor- 
cul-torno.    She  gathered  her  hair  from  wmd  ; 
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ami  wildly  raised  her  song.    The  song  of  Lulan 
of  shells,  where  once  her  father  dwelt. 

She  saw  Staruo's  bloody  shield.  Gladness  rose, 
a  light  on  her  face.  She  saw  the  cltft  helmet  of 
Swaran^f  ;  she  shrunk,  darkened,  trom  the  king. 
"Art  thou  fallen,  by  thy  hundred  streams,  O 
luve  of  Couban-carglas !" 
♦  *  *♦»  ** 

»  ****** 

U-thorno,  that  risest  in  waters ;  on  whose  side 
are  the  meteors  of  night !  1  behold  the  dark 
jnoon  descending  behind  thy  echoing  woods  On 
thy  top  dwells  the  misty  Loda,  the  house  of  the 
spirits  of  men.  In  the  end  of  his  cloud>  hall 
bends  forward  Cruth-loda  of  swords.  His  form 
is  dimly  seen,  amidst  his  wavy  mist.  His  right- 
hand  is  on  his  shield:  in  his  left  is  the  half- view, 
less  shell.  The  roof  of  his  dreadful  hallis  mark- 
ed with  nightly  fires. 

The  race  of  Cruthloda  advance,  a  ridge  of 
formles.^  shades.  He  reaches  the  sounding  shell, 
to  those  who  shone  in  war;  but,  between  him 
2nd  the  feeble,  his  shield  rises,  a  crust  of  dark- 
ness.  He  is  a  setting  meteor  to  the  weak  in 
arms.  Bright,  as  a  rainbow  on  streams,  came 
white-armcd  Conban-carglas. 


IT  Conban-carglas,  from  seeing  the  helmet  of 
Swaran  bloody  in  the  hands  of  Fingal, conjectured 
that  that  hero  was  killed.  A  pari  of  the  original 
is  lost.  It  appears,  however,  from  the  sequel  of 
the  poem,  that  the  daughter  of  Torcul-torno  did 
no  long  sur\'ive  her  surprise,  occasioned  by  the 
supposed  death  of  her  lover.  The  description  of 
the  airy  hall  of  Loda  (which  is  supposed  to  be  i 
the  same  with  that  of  Cdin,  the  deity  of  Scandi. 
navia)  is  more  picturesqne  and  descriptive,  than 
any  in  the  Edda,  or  other  works  of  the  -lorthera 
scalders. 


Cath-loda : 


THE  ARGUMENT, 
fringal  returnine.withday,  dev^slves  the  o,r, 
••  mand  of  the  army  on  Df,,^-™^™""' /th 
;.  engages  the  enemy,  ^^-i^T  ill^^Z°x^^^ 
.  stream  v.f  Turthor.  Fingal,  ^f '^5 J^^^-'^^S  » 
'  people,  congratulates  D'it'j-'^^;""^  °"  " 
success,    but  discovers  that   that    hero 


jndea  in  mc  cmb-si.-"-"''    - -"^ 

Ull'.n.thebardjin  honour  oi  ine 

uead,  inrroQuccs  the  episode  of  Coigovm  and 

Strina-dona,  with  which  the  Duau  concludes. 

DUAN    SECOND.    ^  ^^    ..,.,„ 

i*  "^TUfHERE  art  thou,  ^°"°^ 'f";\";f,-„ 

W     said    dark-ha.red     nuth-n.aru;  o. 

««  Where  hast  thou  failed,  youna  Mam  ot  bcl- 

n>H'  He  returns  not  from  the  bosom  oi  "'^"'-.^ 

f"om  •;raveT,'whose%^cl^s°5t  m^k^d  o 
ground.    He  comes  Uke  an  easle,  f.om  thv  skut 
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of  his  squally  wind !  In  his  hand  aro  the  spoils 
ot  toes.    King  of  Selma,  our  souls  were  sad  !" 

"  Near  us  are  the  foes,  Duth-mariino.  They 
<ome  forward,  Uke  waves  in  mist,  when  their 
tf'.uny  tops  are  seen,  at  times,  above  the  low. 
sailing  vapour.  The  traveller  shrinks  on  his 
journey,  and  knows  not  whither  to  fly.  No 
trembling  travellers  ai  e  we !  Sons  of  heroes  call 
forth  the  steel.  Shall  the  sword  of  Fingal  a'ise. 
o,- shall  M  «„rr;or  lead  r" 


t  In  this  short  episode  we  have  a  very  proba- 
biC  opinion  given  us,  of  theoiigin  of  r.onaichy 
in  Caledonia.  The  Cael  or  Gauls,  who  possessed 
Hie  countries  to  the  north  of  the  Frith  of  Edin. 
burgh,  were,  originally,  a  number  of  disti 
tribes,  or  clans,  each  subject  to  its  own  ch 
who  was  free  and  independent  of  any  ot.... 
power.  When  the  Romans  invaded  them,  the 
common  danger  might,  perhaps,  have  induced 
those  reguli  to  join  together;  but,  as  they  wer 
unwilling  to  yield  to  the  command  of  one  c 
their  own  number,  their  battles  were  ill-conducl- 
cd,  and,  consequently,  unsutccssful.  Trenmor 
was  the  first  who  represented  to  the  chiefs,  ' 
bad  consequences  of  carrying  on  their  wari  ... 
this  irregular  manner,  and  advised,  that  they 
themselves  should  alternately  lead  in  battle. 
They  did  so,  but  they  were  unsuccessful.  When 
it  C'lme  to  Trenmor's  turn,  he  totally  defeated 
the  enemy,  by  his  superior  valour  and  conduct, 
which  gained  him  such  an  interest  among  the.  , 
tribes,  that  he,  and  his  family  after  him,  were 
regarded  as  kings ;  or,  to  use  the  poet's  expres- 
sion, "the  words  of  power  rasUed  forth  from 
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Trenaor  is  stiU  seen,  amidst  bis  own  ^m  jews- 
Nor  feeble  was  the  soul  cf  the  kinR.  There,  no 
^°l'de.d  -ndeved  in  secret.  Fr^  he.  bu... 
dred  streams  came  tbe  tribes,  lo  br«.»>v-  e 
r"^-toTe'!l\^^^V"Tl.eifr4t^^^^^^^^ 
haU-!unshe^aed.  Red  rolled  their  ey^  of  rage. 
S^nra"e  Ihey  stood,  and  hummed  '^e-r  sur  t 
s^gs  «  Why  should  they  yield  to  ^.h  other  ? 
their  fathers  ^er^  eq^^^^f^^'^Jis  people,  stately 

to  lead,  bs  turns^-  ^'^^^^^ ^^^^^,  j^iy^  blue-shielaed 

^Sd1S^s^S2l 

"»ToVunl'!fowi^"s^dCromma.g!asof  shields, 
sStles  on  these  four  dark  hiUs  :  within  it  let 


SeUT^a  of  kings."  The  regal  ^"thontv,  how- 
ever, except  in  time  of  war,  w^  but ' n '•«';:.  der- 
able;  for  every  chief  wilhm  b^  ^'^  .^'  ll„' 
was  absolute  and  independent.  Frojii  the  scene 
o'-  the  battle  in  this  episode  (which  wab  nine 
^key  of  Crona"  a  little  to  tbe  nortbc  f  Agncola's 
wall)  I  should  suppose  that  the  enemies  of  the 
Caledonians  were  the  Romans,  or  provincial 
Britons. 


each  warrior  strike  his  shield.  Spirits  p,?v  .V 
scend  m  darkness,  and  mark  us  for  the  v  a-  "• 
They  went,  each  to  his  hill  of  wh^  Bards 
™^i'^?h"'^h  *"""'''  "*"  ''^^  *^*elds.  "Loudest 
ka"  in  war  '  °"'"-««f"n"-  Thou  ."ust 
Like  the  murmur  of  waters,  the  race  of  II 
thornocame  down.    Starno  led' the  bwile  and 

froniuon  shie)(h,  Uke  Cruth-Ioda  fiery-eyed. 
when  he  looks  from  behind  the  darkened  rnoon! 
and  strews  his  signs  on  night.  ' 

^JH"!,  ^^  !^^*  ^^  Tutthor's  stream.  They 
heaved  like  ndgy  waves.  Their  echoing  stroke, 
are  m.xed.     Shadowy  death  fiies  ever  the  ho'" 

r&ey  were  c!oi,ds  of  hail,  with  squally  winds  m 
ttT'  '^'J^-  ^^^"-  ^"^ers  are  roaring  together 
^'"rti'em  swells  <he  darK-roilin?  dSp.^ 

Strife  of  gloomy  U-thorno,  whv  should  I  mark 
thy  wounds  r  Thou  art  with  the  years  thai  art 
pne.  thou  fadest  on  my  soul.  'Starno  broiinht 
forward  his  skiritof  war,  and  Swaran  his  own  .' 
dark  wing.    Nor  a  harmless  fire  is  Duth  mar   ' » 
uno's  sword.   Lochlin  is  toUedover  her  strean  s     ' 
The   wrathful  kings    are  folded   in  tht  "i,f- 
They  roll  their  silent  eyes,  over  the  fii'-in  o'f 
their  land.    The  horn  of  J'ingal  was  hea.d  •  the 
sons  of  M'oody  Albion  returned.    But  manv  Ihv 
by  Turthor's  stream,  silent  in  their  bMc-d^      ' ' 
c<n  '^'    "'    Crom-charn,"    said    the  kin" 

Duth-maruno,  hunter  of  boars!  not  harmless 
returns  my  eagle,  from  the  field  of  toes.  For 
this  white-bosomed  Lanal  shall  brghten,  a-  her 
stream ;  Candona  shall  rejoice,  at  rocky  Crath- 
mo-craulo."  '  *'"'^" 

rf"m';°l^°rT-'"  A^?^^^  thechie.f,  "  was  the  first 
^L?^  If^  1"  Albion;  Colgorm,  the  rider  of 
ecean,  through  its  watery  vales.  He  slew  his 
brother  in  I.tborno :  he  left  the  laed  of  his  fa! 
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Sr'  Vhfwot."d  ormy  fathe'rs  is  miue,  k.n, 
;  "^HeS  '^>  *row  from  his  side.    He  fell  pUe 

^  SftU^^.'^e  &-Sof  the  aged,  forn..ng  iu- 
the  cUiefs  in  tnt.i  S'";'-   .     ,    ,    :p     ring-!,  f-t 

loul     feled  "»>'y^f  '^If  V-^"ont^se>^  "'  S 
■j;ao-craulo'scJ:et.    ui-woi".     ,      ^         .,, 

ili  his-fethers,  from  I'.-  '„. 

no   said  the biiitl,  t...  ■, 

WhyisUiYhf^Jscc'.v  _;_ 

,-■;['    FroiXilhy^"  "■  '  '  ,..  c  nt" 

r-    less  as  yiyHr'^'"-  ..•;h;.i!. 

Colgof»  Qf  ■'^''"  ^-  .  -   ,1    ,  1. 

tri-Tbmiotli's  '  .:_.  ^  ^ 

1^    streaniS'.hUl-    JI'  ''    .  ,._,:.■.  ;:■..---;, 

~    sileufvi-le.     Tf '  ■•\ ''.-  ,'  :n,,  "   Ui-,  vlHugi^'S- 

''°"^''      „  i.;.,<T  nf- heroes,  and  hero  ')f   irrn 


beat  shore,  than  the  foam  of  the  rolling  occ4n" 
"er  eyes  were  two  stars  of  light ;  her  facf  vJ^= 

^"nd'u  HkTJS  =^°""=■'  '^^'daJk  ^aiM  owed 

round  It,  like  the  streaming  clouds.    Thou  wert 

Coto'm  «me°"ln\"'^'^''^"<^^^  StHna.^^ 

kins  of  ThetlT  '  ThV"P.'  ^"'^  CorcLil-suran,- 
King  01  Shells.      The  brothers  came,  Irom  I 

..r^m  51  srs.'"TE:  ,„T,S'.""- 

T  hey  struck  their  shields.    Their  hands  ver-^ 

tbe'^?  Y.^  n  "^"'^  r^^"^-     '^'-'^V  rushed  "in'  o 

Cn-,nf  °- '^e™es  .for  long-haired  Strina-d.ina 

S^^^^^^sr^S^^^:?^!-;;'^-!^ 

mgn  stream  Nor  darkene'd  the  king'^alon;: 
that  bea;Ti  of  light  was  near,  tlie  dauchter  o? 
ecaomg  Tormoth,  white  armed  Strina-dona' 


t  The  Cana  is  a  certain  kind  of  prass.  whirb 
Sro%vs  plcnlituljvin  tlie  heathy  morasse4  of  the 
nor.n.  Irs  stslk  is  of  the  reedy  ki;ui  inHif,-,^ 
nesatuftot  d.ivM,,  v:i-y  much  VesMit'in  cu 
oft"ci,  ilU' ^':''f-'l''^'.l*u'^l'  =""*'  conscqueMW; 
oiicii  intrc.dui.eu  by  the  bards,  in  their  siniiiies 
cuncsrn:ng  the  beauty  of  women. 
3fa  star^*""^"* '" '^^  ^"'''^  ^  LudiUn  ,  the  name 


Cath'hda: 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Ossi an,  after  some  general  reflections,  descrihe* 
the  situation  of  Fintral,  and  the  positirn  of  the 
army  of  Locbli  n .  The  conversation  of  Sterna 
and  Svraran.  The  episode  of  Crcmar-trunar 
and  Foinar-bragal.  Starno,  from  his  own  ex- 
ample, recommends  to  Swaran,  to  surprise 
Fin^,  who  had  retired  alone  to  a  neighbour- 
ins  hill.  Upon  Swaran's  refusal,  Starno,  un- 
dertakes the  enterprise  himself,  is  overcome, 
and  taken  prisoner,  bv  Fingal.  He  is  dismiss- 
ed, after  a  setere  reprimand  for  his  cruelty. 

DUAN  THIRD. 

-TSTTTHENCE  is  the  streamof  years  ?  Whither 
^^  do  they  roll  .UoBg?  Where  have  they 
hid,  in  mist,  thtir  many  coloured  sides  ?  I  look 
into  the  times  of  old,  but  they  seem  dim  to  Os- 
sian's  eyes,  like  reflected  moon-beams,  en  a  dis- 
tant lake.  Here  rise  the  red  beams  of  war ! 
1  beie,  silen,,  dwe'.U  a  feeble  race  !  They  mark. 
nu  years  with  their  deed,',  as  slow  they  pass 
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;<':Ong.    Dwelier 

bouveen  the  shiells 

;  th.xi  thu 

awakest  the  faili 

ng  soul,  (ies, 

litbyv.-ali. 

harp  of  Cona,  wi 

ilh  thy  voice 

s three! 

Come  with 

that  which  kindles  the  pist 

:  rear  the  forms  of 

cld,onthc:rd:T 

k-brown  vej 

.rs! 

U-tnonio,  hill 

[  behold 

my  race  on 

thy  side.  Fmgal 

is  bending' i 

n  night, 

over  Duth. 

Near  him 

are  the  s 

steps  cf  his 

heroes,   hunters 

1  of  the    boi 

^T.     By 

Turthor's 

stream  the  host  of  Lochlin  is  deep  in  shades. 
The  wrathful  kings  stood  on  two  hills;  they 
looked  forward  from  their  bossy  shields.  They 
looked  forward  on  the  stars  of  night,  red-wan- 
dering  in  the  vest.  Cruth.loda  bends  from 
high,  like  a  formless  meteor  in  tlnuds.  He 
sends  abroad  the  winds,  and  msrks  them,  with 
his  signs.  Starno  foresaw,  ihacMoiven's  king' 
was  never  to  yield  in  war. 

He  twice  struck  the  tree  in  wrath.  He  rushed  > 
before  his  son  He  hummed  a  surly  song  ;  and 
heard  his  hair  in  wind.  Turned  from  one  ano. 
ther,  they  stood,  lil^e  two  oaks,  which  different 
winds  had  oent ;  each  hangs  over  its  own  loud 
rill,  and  shakes  iis  boughs^  in  the  course  of 
blasts.- 

«  Annir,"  said  Starno  of  li^kes,  "  was  a  fire 
that  consumed  of  old.  He  p  lured  death  from 
his  eyes,  along  the  striving  Gelds.  His  joy  was 
in  the  fall  of  men.  Blood  to  him,  was  asumraer 
stream,  that  brings  joy  to  withered  vales,  from 
its  own  mossy  ro»k.  He  came  forth  to  the  lake 
Luth-cormo,  to  meet  the  tall Corman-trunar,  lis 
from    Urlor   of  streams,   dweller   of    battle's 

"  The  chief  of  Urlnr  had  come  to  Cormul,  with 
his  darfc-hosomtrd  sh:ps;  fee  saw  the  dau^hler 
(if  Annir,  white-armed  Foinar-bragai.  He  saw 
her:  nor  careless  rolled  her  eyes,  on  the  rider 
of  stortny  waves.    She  fled  lo  his  ship  in  dark- 
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nr *s,  like  a  moon-beam  through  a  nightly  vale. 
Annir  pursued  along  the  deep;  he  called  the 
winds  of  heaven.  Nor  alonewas  the  king:  btar- 
no  was  by  his  side.  Like  U-thorn.j's  youns 
eagle,  I  t-urned  my  eyes  on  my  father. 

"  \Vc  came  to  rearing  Urlor.    With  his  people 

came  tal' Corman-trunar.    We  fought;  but  the. 

foe  prevailed.    In  his  wrath  stood  Annir  ot  lakes. 

He  lopped  the  young  trees,  with  his  svvord.    His 

;  eyes  idled  red  in  his  rage-     1  marked  the  soul 

k  of  the  kins,  and  I  retired  m  night.    From  the 

I  field  I  took  a  broken  helmet :  a  shield  that  was 

>  pierced  w.th  steel:  pointless  was  the  spear  m 

jNvJiand.     I  went  to  find  the  foe. 

'     "On  a  rock  sat  tall  Corman-trunar,  beside  his 

bornihgoak;  and  near  him,  beneath  a  tree,  sat 

(,  deep-bosomed  Foinar-brar.al.    I  threw  my  b.o«- 

J  en  shield  before  her;  and  spoke  the  words  of 

'■peHce.      Beside  his  rolling  sea,  Ues  Ann.r  of 

many  lakes.     The  king  was  pierced  m  battle; 

and  Sta.no  is  t„  rise  his  tomb.    Me,  a  son  ot 

Loda,  he  sends  to  white-handed  Foinar-brag?.!, 

to  b'd  her  send  a  lock  from  her  hair,  to  rest  '.vith 

'    her  father,  in  e^rth.    And  thou  king  of  roannj; 

V,  Urlur,  let  the  battle  cease,  till  Annir  receive  the 

;  shell,  from  fierx  -eyed  Cruth-loda. 

'A    «  Burstingfint"  iears,sherose,and  torealocfc 

from  her  hair  ;  a. lock,  which  wandered,  m  tix 

•  blast,  along  her  heaving  breast.  Corman-trunar 
gave  the  shell;  and  bade  me  to  rejoice  before 

ehim.    I  rested  in  the  shade  of  night ;   and  hid 

f     I  Ossian  is  very  partial  to  the  fair  sex.    Even 

*  the  daughter  of  cruel  Annir,  the  sisrer  of  the 
revengeful  and  bloody  Starno,  parties  not  of 
those  disa(?reeable  characters  so  peculiar  to  Jier 
f..mily.    She  is  i^togethcr  tender  and  delicate. 
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my  face  in  my  helmet  deep.  Sleep  descended  on 
the  foe.  I  rose,  like  a  italking  ghost.  I  pier- 
ced the  side  of  Corman-trunar.  Nor  did  Foinar- 
bragal  escape.  She  rolled  her  white  bosom  in 
blood.  Why  then ,  daughter  of  heroes,  didst  thou 
wake  my  rage  ?  Morning  rose.  The  foe  were 
tied, -like  the  departure  of  mist.  Annir  struck 
his  bossy  shield.  He  called  his  dark.haired  son. 
I  came,  streaked  with  wandering  blood  :  thrice 
rose  the  shout  of  the  king,  like  the  bursting 
forth  of  a  squally  of  wind,  from  a  cloud,  by 
night.  We  rejoiced  three  days,  above  the  dead, 
and  called  the  hawks  of  heaven.  They  came 
from  all  their  winds  to  feast  on  Annir's  foes. 
Swaran !  Fingal  is  alone,  on  his  hill  of  night. 
Let  thy  spear  pierce  the  king  in  secret ;  like  A 
nir,  my  soul  shall  rejoice." 

"  Son  of  Annir,  of  Gormul,  Swaran  shall  n 
slay  in  shades.    I  move  forth  in  light :  the  haw] 
rush  from  all  their  winds.     They  are  wont  ^^ 
trace  my  course:    it  is  not  harmless  through 

Burning  rose  the  rage  of  the  king.  He  thrice 
raised  his  gleaming  spear.  Butstariing,  he  spar, 
ed  his  son ;  and  rushed  into  the  night.  By  Iru- 
Ihor's  stream  a  cave  is  dsrk,  the  dwelling  of 
Conban-carglas.  There  he  laid  the  helmet  of  . 
kings,  and  called  the  maid  of  Lulan,  but  she  w  ' 
d;stant  far,  in  Loda's  resounding  hall. 

Swelling  with  rage,  bestrode,  to  where  Fin- 
gal lay  alone.  The  king  was  laid  on  his  shield, 
on  his  own  secret  hill.  Stern  hunter  of  shaggy  •. 
boars,  no  feeble  m>:d  is  laid  before  thee  :  no  boy,  ^ 
on  his  ferny  bed, by  Turthor's  murmuringstream.  ■ 
Here  is  spread  the  couch  of  the  mighty,  from  ' 
■wrhich  they  rise  to  deeds  of  death.  Hunter  of  3 
shapgy  boars, awaken  not  the  tenible.  I 

Starno  came  murnuiriug  on.  Fingal  arose  in.< 
arniTS.    "  Wlwart  thou,  son  of  eight  t"  SUent  he  * 


I  213 

I  tbrcw  the  spear.  They  mixed  their  gtoomy 
strife.  The  shield  of  Starno  fell,  cleft  in  twain. 
Be  is  bound  to  an  oak.  The  early  beam  arose. 
Then  Fingal  beheld  the  king  of  Gormal.  He 
lolled  a  while  his  silent  eyes.  He  thought  of 
other  daysjwhen  white-bosomed  Agandecci  mov- 
ed like  the  music  of  songs.  He  loosed  the  thong 
from  his  bands.  "  Son  of  Annir,"he  said,  "re- 
tire. Retire  to  Gormal  of  shells :  a  beam  that 
■was  set  returns.  I  rememberthy  white-bosomed 
daughter  ;  dreadful  king,  away  !  Go  to  thy 
troubled  dwelling,  cloudy  foe  of  the  lovely  ! 
iet  the  stranger  shun  thee,  thou  gloomy  in  the 
tall !» 

i. .   A  TALE  of  the  times  of  old ! 


Oiiia-morul: 

A  POEM. 

THE  ARGUMEXT. 
JVfter  an  address  to  Malvina,  the  daughter  of 
Toscar,Ossian  proceeds  to  relate  his  own  ex- 
pedition to  Fuarfed,  an  island  of  Scandinavia. 
Mal-orchol,  king  of  Fuarfeci,  bein,'?  hard  press- 
ed in  war,  by  Ton-thormod,  chief  of  S?.r-dron- 
lo,  (who  had  demanded,  in  vain,  the  daughter 
of  Mal..orchol  in  marriage)  Fingal  .«ent  Ossian 
to  his  aid.  Ossian,  on  the  day  after  his 
arrival,  came  to  battle  with  Ton-thormod, 
and  took  him  prisoner.  MiUorchol  offers 
his  daughter  Oina-morul  to  Ossian  ;  but  he, 
discovering  her  passion  for  Ton-thormod, 
generously  surrenders  her  to  her  lover,  and 
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^i-iiiss  about  a  recouciliation  between  the  tv 
iiiigs. 

A  S  flies  the  inconstant  sun,  over  Larnion'j 
^iV  grassy  hiU:  so  pass  the  tales  of  old,  along 
ny  soul,  by  night.  When  bards  arc  removed  to 
Uieir  pUice;  when  harps  are  hung  in  Selma's 
liaU;  then  comes  a  voice  to  Ossian,  and  awakes 
iv.s  soul  It  !s  the  voice  of  years  thai  are  gone : 
they  roll  before  me,  with  aU  their  deeds.  I 
seize  the  tales,  as  they  pass,  and  pour  them 
tj:th  m  song.  Nor  a  troubled  stream  is  the 
songofthekingjitis  like  the  rising  of  music 
trom  Lulha  of  the  strings.  Lutha  of  many 
strings,  not  silent  are  thy  streamy  rocks,  when 
the  white  hands  of  Malvina  move  upon  t;.e 
hirp.  Light  of  the  shadowy  thoughts,  that  fly 
across  my  soul,  daughter  of  TosCTr  of  helmets, 
wilt  thou  not  hear  the  song!  We  call  back, 
maid  of  Lutha,  the  years  that  ha^e  rolled  a. 

It  was  in  the  days  of  the  kingf,  while  yet  my 
locks  were  yuung,  that  I  marked  Con.cathlin,|| 


t  Fingal. 

II  Con-cathlin,    «  mild  beam  of  the  wave.» 
Vv'hat  star  was  so  called  of  old  is  not  easily  as. 
certained.    Some  now  distinguish  the  pole-star 
by  that  name.    A  song,  which  is  still  in  repute, 
among  the  sea-faring  part  of  the  Highlanders,*" 
alludes  to  this  passage  of  Ossian.     Ti:e  authopJ 
commends  the  knowledge  of  Ossian  in  sea  affairs,* 
a  merit  which,  perhaps,  few'of  us  moderns  willf| 
allow  him,  or  any  in  the  age  in  which  he  lived  M 
One  thins  is  certam,  that  the  Caledonians  often* 
made  their  way  through  the  dangerous  and  tem.r 
pestuous  seas  of  Scandinavia,  which  is 
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cM^     Fingalhadsentmetoihe  aid  of  Mai- 


imui  him.  and  our  ratucrs  u^u  ,m»,v»w  w— 

'l  Col-cofled,  1  bound  mv  sails,  and  sent  my 
word  to  MaUorchol  of  shells.  He,  knew  the 
.ignal  of  Albion,  and  his  joy  arose.  He  cair- 
front  his  own  hi|h  hall,  and  seized  my  hand  in 
irom  n>s  o  b  ,       ^^^^  ^^  j^^^^^^  t„  , 


of  seas.    Fingal  had  sent  mciuiu^  »- 
orchol.ki»gof  Fuarfed   wild:  for   w...    ..— -• 
%|dhimfand  our  father^h.d  metj^mejea^^^ 

signal  1 

erief  "  Why  comes  tne  rate  ui  u^.^v..  .«  .; 
filing  king'  Ton-thormod  of  many  spears  is 
the  chief  of  wavy  Sar-dronlo.  He  saw  and  lov- 
efmy  daughter,  Xbite-bosomedOina.^^o^^^^^^^ 
smiffht  •  I  denied  the  maid  ;  for  nur  idtners  naa 
teen  foes.  He  came,  with  battle,  to  Fuarted 
My  people  are  rolled  away.  Why  c -mes  me 
'"lVomeTor!rsa'd?to"fook?iike  aboy,on  the 
strifr  Fingk  rem'embersMal  orchoU  and^.s 
'  tall  for  strangers.  ?«''"  *^>.^  .^^^'^i  J^^^*"  p^ 
descended,  on  thy  woody  "'f-  Thou  uert^  no 
cloud  before  him.    Thy  ^^^^.^  was  sprea^  with 

thp  ancrenls,  we  ought  not  to  bnng  't  i"  .-.ST." 
narison  with  the  improvements  of  rnodern  times 
Eur  advXses  over  them  proceed  more  iroiu 
aceideut  than  any  merit  of  ours. 
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fcare  forgot  Mal-orthol.  I  have  looked  towards 
ail  the  Winds,  but  no  white  sails  were  seen.  Rut 
stee  resounds  in  my  hall;  and  not  the  iovful 
da-k  ;kirt^:f'  to  my  dwelling,  race  of  h^^'es; 
da.k-skirted  night  is  near.  Hear  the  voice  of 
songs,  from  the  maid  of  Fuarfed  wild." 
of  nln"^^"''  ?"  'il^  ''^'■P  ^™^^  the  white  hands 
of  Oina-morul.  She  waked  her  own  sad  tale. 
n?'h  fahT^  trembling  string.  I  stood  in  silence 
lor  blight  in  her  locks  was  the  daughter  of  many 
f 'es.  Her  eyes  were  like  two  stars,  lookfiiR 
lorward  through  a  rushing  shower.  The  ma,  in? 
lP,mt  U^f^'  °°  ^'^^^'  *"''  ^'"=«  the  lovely 
teams.  With  morning  we  rushed  to  battle,  to 
i  ormul's  resounding  stream  •  the  foe  moved  to' 
the  sound  of  Ton-lhorraod's  bossy  shield.  From 
wing  to  wing  I  he  strife  was  mixed.  I  met  tl^ 
eiiief  of  Sar-dronlo.      Wide  flew    his    broken 

K^iS^fa'i,a°^^-!^^^^^^^^^^^ 

face  away,  from  Oina-morul  of  isles. 

fn- Jf°°„",C  ^i"Sal,"  begun  Mal-orchol,  «  n^t 
dwfn  f„  ,h  '"k"  P=«.f^«"^  me-  Alight  shall 
Cwell  ,n  thy  ship,  Oma.morul  of  slow-rolling* 
^•itlV  She  shall  kindle  gladness,  along  th?^ 
m^hty  soul.      Nor  unheeded  shall   the  maid' 

?r,h»  1  'V,W'°'?Sli  the  dwelling  of  kings." 
I,.!?  the  haU  I  lay  in  night.  Mine  eyes  were? 
half-closed  in  sleep.  Soft  music  came  to  mine 
tt^K^i'^^u  '"jl^  the  rising  breeze,  that  whirls.: 
at  first,  the  thistle's  beard ;  then  flies,  dark! 
f^^Z^'  °'r  ^^^  ^'■^='-  "  "■^'^  the  maid  of, 
toarted  wi'd:  she  raised  the  nightly  song-  for!: 
she  knew  that  my  soul  was  a  strefm.  kat  lowed  ^ 
at  pliasant  sounds.  " 

«  Who  looks,"  she  said,  «  from  hkrock,  oa 


I  217 

rocean's  closing  mist?  His  long  locks,  like  the 
raven's  wing,  are  waudciing  on  the  blast. 
Stately  are  his  steps  in  grief.  The  tears  are  in 
his  eves.  His  nianly  breast  is  heaving  over  his 
binsting  soul.  Retire,  I  am  distant  far ;  a  wan. 
derer  in  lands  un!:no\vn.  Though  the  race  of 
kings  are  around  me,  yet  my  soul  is  dark.  Whv 
have  our  fathers  been  foes,  Ton-thormod,  love 
of  maids  !" 

"  Soft  vpice  of  the  streamy  isle,  v.hy  dost 
thou  mourn  by  night  (  The  race  of  daring  Treu- 
tnor  are  not  the  dark  in  soul.  Thou  shall  not. 
I  wander  by  streams  unknown,  blae-eyed  Oino- 
fmorul.  Within  this  bosom  is  a  voice  ;  it  comes 
not  to  othe/  ears  ;  it  bids  Ossian  hear  the  hapless 
|jn  their  hour  of  wo.  Retire,  soft  singer  by 
Finight!   Ton-thormod  shall  not   mourn  on  liis 

J  ..'ith  morning  I  loosed  the  king.  I  gave  the 
Slong-haired  maid.  MaUorchol  heard  my  wortls, 
fin  the  midst  of  his  echoing  halls.  "  King  of 
Puarfed,  wild,  why  should  Ton-thurmod  mourn  ? 
He  ij  of  the  race  of  heroes,  and  a  flame  in-sv?.r. 
Your  fathers  have  been  foes,  but  now  their  dim 
ghosts  rejoice  in  death .  They  stretch  their  arms 
of  mist  to  the  s.ime  shell  in  Loda.  Forget  their 
rage,  ye  warders !  it  was  the  cloud  of  other 
^years." 

■  Such  were  the  deeds  of  Ossian,  while  yet  his 
locks  were  voung :  though  loveliness,  with  a 
*obe  of  beatiis,  clothed  tiie  daughter  of  many 
^ers.  We  call  b-.>ck,  maid  of  I.ulha,  the  years 
fthat  have  roUsd  away ! 


Colna-dona : 


THE  ARGUMENT. 
Fingal  diipatches  Oasian  and  Toscar,  tor<uiw 
itone,  on  the  bim^s  ot  the  stream  of  Cruna,  i 
perpetuate  the  memory  of  a  victory,  which  h 
had  obtained  in  that  plw:e.  When  theywer 
employed  in  that  work,  Car-iil,  a  neighbourii) 
chief,  invited  them  to  a  feast.  They  went 
and  Tostar  fell  desperately  in  love  with  Co'mc 
duna,  the  daughter  of  Car-Ol.  Colna-dima  " 
came  no  less  enamoured  of  Tosiar.  An  ir 
dent,  at  a  hunting  party,  brings  their  loves  t 
a  happy  issue.  | 

COL- AMONll  of  troubled  streams,  dark  war 
dei  er  of  distant  vales,  I  behold  thy  tours, 
between  trees,  near  Car-ul's  echoing  hall 
There  dwelt  bright  Colua-duna,  the  daughter  i 


liCol-amon,  the  residence  of  Car.ul,  was 
the  neighbourhood  of  Agricola's  wall,  towar 
the  south.  Cav-ul  saems  to  have  been  of  t 
race  of  those  Britons,  whoae,dis'inguished  1 
the  name  of  Maiata,  by  the  writers  of  Rom 
Maiatse  is  derived  from  two  Gallic  words, « Moi 
a  plain,  and  'Aitich,'  inhabitants;  so  that  0 
signification  of  Maiafas  is,  the  inhabitants  of  0  I 
plain  country  ;  a  name  given  to  the  Britons,  ^f 
wei-e  sct.Udia  the  Lowlaudsj  in  coutradisiin 
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;  Hereyes  wererol!ing^sis;  heramij 
..  ^..  ..  aUii  as  the  lOam  of  streams.  I!er  breast 
rose  slowly  to  sight  j-like  ocean's  heaving  wave. 
Her  soul  was  a  stream  of  light.  Who,  amoug 
the  maids, «  as  like  the  love  of  heroes  ? 

Beneath  tl.e  voice  of  the  king,  wemoved  t.j 
Croiia  ;|  of  the  streams,  1  oscar  of  grassy  Lutha, 
and  Ossian,  young  in  fields.     Three  bards  at- 
tended with  songs.    Three  bossy  shields  were 
borne  before  us  :  for  we  were  to  rear  the  stone, 
ir.   memory  of   the  past.     By  Crona's  mossy 
,  Fiiigal  hnd  scattered  his  foes:   he  had 
.  \ay  the  suiingprs,  like  a  troubled  sea. 
c   to  the  ;lace  of  renown:  from  the 
.5  descended  night.    1  tore  an  oak  from 
,  and  raiicd  a  flame  on  high.    I  bade  my 
fi  liLis  to  look  down,  from  the  clouds  of  their 
hali;    for,    at    the  fiune  of    their  race,  they 
brighten  in  the  wind. 

the  Caledonians,  (i.  e.   »CaelDonj 


'"T 


ichdischaigeditst;;  in  the  river 
Carron.  It  is  nl'tcn  mentioned  by  Ossian,  and 
the  scenes  of  uu-iny  ot  liis  poems  are  on  -ts  banks. 
Theenemies,  wr.om  Fingal  defeated  here  are  net 
mentioned.  'J'liey  were,  probably,  the  provin- 
cial Britons.  That  tract  of  country  between  the 
Friths  of  Forth  and  Clyde  has  been,  through  all 
antiquity,  famous  for  battles  and  rencounters, 
between  the  different  nations  who  were  possess- 
ed of  North  and  South  Britain.  Stirling,  a  town 
situated  there,  derives  its  name  from  that  very 
circumstance  It  is  a  corruption  of  the  Gailic 
name, '  striia,'  i.  e.  the  hill,  or  lo.k  of  cuutcu. 
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I  took  a  stcne  from  the  stream,  amidst  tl 
•oug  of  bards.  The  blood  of  Fingal's  foes  hui 
curdl^  in  its  ooze.  Beneath,  I  placed,  at  inte 
■vals,  three  bosses  from  the  shields  of  foes, 
rose  or  fell  the  sound  of  UUin's  night'y  son 
Toscar  laid  a  dagger  in  earth,  aniailof  soundir 
steel.  We  raised  the  mould  around  the  ston 
and  bade  it  speak,  to  other  years. 

Oozy  daughter  of  streams,  that  now  art  reai-i 
on  high,  speak  to  the  feeble,  O  stone,  after  Si 
ma's  race  have  failed  !  Prone,  from  the  storr 
iiight,  the  traveller  shall  lay  him,  by  thy  si,: 
thy  whistling  moss  shsll  sound  in  his  dreair 
the  years  that  were  past  shall  return.  Baltl 
rise  before  him,  blue  shielded  kings  descend 
war :  the  darkened  moon  looks  from  heave 
on  the  troubled  field.  He  shall  burst,  with  moi 
ing,  from  dreams,  and  see  the  tombs  of  warrio 
round.  He  shaU  ask  about  the  stone,  and  tl 
aged  will  reply,  "  This  grey  stone  was  raised  1 
Ossian,  a  cliief  of  other  years  !" 

Fromt  Col-amon  came  a  bard,  from  Car-t 
the  trieud  of  st.-angers.   He  bade  us  to  the  fci 


t  The  maimers  of  the  Britons  and  Caled(mia 
vere  so  similar  in  the  days  of  Ossian,  that  tl;;: 
can  be  no  doubt,  that  they  were  oiiginally  t. 
same  people,  md  descended  from  those  G:ii 
who  first  possessed  themselves  of  South  Bvitai 
and  gradually  migrated  to  the  north.  This  h 
Iiothesis  is  more  rational  than  the  idle  fables 
ill-informed  senachies,  who  bring  the  Cale<i 
iiians  from  distant  countries.  The  bare  opir.i. 
of  Tacitus,  {which,  by  the  bye,  was  only  foun.1 
on  a  similarity  of  the  personal  figure  of  the  Ca 
donia;is  to  the  Germans  ofhis  own  time)  thou 
it  l.as  sta^-^'Crjd  sjiiie  !va:nca  men,  is  iiotsul 
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of  fcinss,  to  tbs  dwelliag  of  bright  Colfia-ciciiT. 
We  went  to  the  nail  of  harps  Tliere  Car-nl 
hri?hteneJ  between  bis  aged  loclcs,  when  he  be. 
•  held  the  sons  of  his  friends,  like  two  young  trees 
with  their  leaves; 

"  Sons  of  the  mighty,"  he  said,  "  ye  bring 
back  the  days  of  old,  'when  first  T  descended 
from  waves,  on  Seima's  streamy  vale.  I  pursued 
JJath-mocarelos,  dweller  of  ocean's  wind.  Our 
fathers  bad  been  foes.  We  met  by  Clutha's 
jwinding  waters.  He  tied,  along  the  sea,  and  my 
s-.uls  were  spread  behind  him.  Night  deceived 
«ne  on  the  deep.  .  I  cacie  to  the  dwelling  of 
;  tsings,  to  Selma  ot  high-bosomed  maids.  Fingsl 
came  forth  with  his  bards,  and  Conloch,  arm  of 
death.  1  feasted  three  davs  in  the  hall,  and-saw 
the  ^b^ue  eyes  of  Erin,  Ros-crana,  daughter  of 
lieroes,  light  of  Conn-ic's  race  !  Nor  forgot  diA 
i:.y  steps  depart :  the  kings  gave  their  shields  to 
Car-ul:  they  ban;,  on  high,  in  Col-amon,  in 
memory  of  the  past.  Sons  of  the  daring  kings, 
ye  bring  batk  the  days  of  old  !" 

Cdr-ul  placed  the  oak  of  feasts .  He  to5k  two 
bosses  from  our  shields.  He  laid  them  in  earth, 
beneath  a  stone,  to  speak  to  the  hero's  race. 
«  Whca  battle,"  said  the  king,  "  shall  roar, 
and  our  sons  are  to  meet  in  wrath:   my  race 


cier.t  to  make  us  believe^  that  the  ancient  inha- 
bitants of  North  liritain  were  a  German  colony. 
A  discussion  of  a  point  like  this  might  be  curious, 
but  could  never  be  satisfactory.  Periods  so 
distant  are  so  involved  in  obscurity,  that  noihing 
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stiall  look,  perhaps,  on  this  stone,  when  they 
prepare  the  spear.  Have  not  our  fathers  met  in 
peace,  they  will  say,  and  lay  aside  the  shield  J*» 

Night  came  down.  In  her  long  locks  moved 
the  daughter  of  Car.'.'.!.  Mixed  with  the  harp 
arose  the  voice  of  white-armed  Colna-dou;. 
Toscar  darkened  in  his  place  before  the  love  ot 
Iieroes.  She  came  on  his  troubled  soul,  like  a 
beam  to  the  dark-heaving  ocean :  w  hen  it  burst  > 
from  a  cloud,  and  brightens  thefoiuny  side  of  ;> 


With  morning  we  awaked  the  woods; 
hung  forward  on  the  path  of  roes.  They  fell 
"t  Llidr  wonted  streams.  We  returned  through 
Croiia's  vale.  From  the  wood  a  youth  canie 
i  ua.d,  with  a  shield  and  pointless  spear. 
"  Whence,"  said  Toscar  of  Li'.tha,"is  the  fijiii^, 
>v.  ini ;  Dwells  there  peace  at  Col-amon,  roun^! 
bright  Co!na-dona  of 'harps!" 

"  By  Col-amon  of  streams,"  said  the  youth  , 
"  bright  Colna-dona  dwelt.  .siiC  dwell ;  but  he. 
course  is  now  in  desetts,  with  the  son  of  tl.e 
king;  he  that  seized  her  soul  as  it  wandered 
through  the  hall." 

*'  Stranger  of  tales,"  said  Toscar,  "  hast  tlioii 
marked  the  warrior's  course ;  He  must  ial'  ; 
Rive  thou  that  bossy  shield  !"  In  wrath  he  toi  .■; 
the  shield.  Fair  behind  it  heaved  the  breasts  o  i 
a  maid,  white  as  the  bosc. •  of  a  swan,  rising  o  r 
swift  roiling  waves.  It  was  Colna-dona  t  i 
haips,  the  daughter  of  the.king.  Her  bluecyt! 
h.id  rolled  on  Toscar,  and  her  love  arose. 


Death  of  Oscar 


INTRODUCTION. 

One  of  the  fragments  of  Ancient  Poetry  latety 
published,  gives  a  different  account  of  the 
death  of  Oscar,  the  son  of  Ossian.  The 
translator,  though  he  well  knew  the  more 
probable  tradilionj  concerning  that  hero,  was 
unwilling  to  reject  a  poem,  which,  if  not 
really  of  Ossian's  conriposition,  has  much  of 
his  manner  and  concise  turn  of  expression. 
A  more  correct  copy  of  that  fragment,  which 
has  since  come  into  the  translator's  bands, 
has  enabled  him  to  correct  the  mistake,  into 
which  a  similarity  of  names  had  led  those  who 
handed  down  the  poem  by  tradition.  The 
licroesof  the  piece  are  Oscar  the  son  of  Carutb, 
and  Dermidthe  son  of  Diaran.  Ossian,  or 
perhaps  his  imitator,  opens  the  poem  with  a 
lijnentation  for  Oscar,  and  afterwards,  by  an 
easy  transition,  rtlites  the  story  of  Oscar  tHe 


t,f  Caruth,  who  seems  to  have  borne  the  sama 
« haratter  asweU  as  name,  with  Oscar  theson 
of  Ossisn.  Though  the  translator  thinks  he 
v.;is  good  reason  to  reject  the  fiagmentas  the 
Vn:nposition  of  Ossian,  yet  as  it  i-,  after  all, 
ftill  somewbaf  doubtful  whether  It  is  or  not, 
he  has  here  subjoined  it.- 

WHY  openest  tbou  afresh  the  spring  of  my 
grief,  O  son  of  Alpin,  inquiring  how 
Oscar  fell?  My  eyes  are  Mind  with  tears,  but 
rneinory  beams  on  my  heart.  How  can  I  relate 
the  mournful  death  of  the  head  of  the  people  . 
Chief  of  the  warriors,  Oscar,  ray  son,  shall  I  see 
thee  no  more!  _ 

He  fell  as  the  moon  m  a  storm ;  as  the  sun 
Jrom  the  midst  of  his  course,  when  clouds  rif  w 
from  the  waste  of  the  waves,  when  the  blacK- 
ress  of  the  storm  in  wraps  the  rocks  of  Ardau- 
nider.  I,  like  an  ancient  rock  on  Morven,  • 
moulder  alone  in  my  place.  The  ^^^^.^"^l 
lopped  my  branches  away  :  and  I  tremble  a. 
thc  wings  of  the  north.  Chief  of  the  warrior? , 
0«car.  mv  son  !  shall  I  fee  thee  no  more  ■ 

But  son  of  Alpin,  the  hen.  fell  not  hartple^s 
as  the  grass  of  the  field;  the  blood  of  the  migh  v 
was  on  his  sword,  and  he  travelled  with  deaf- 
through  the  ranks  of  their  pride.  But  Osc?.'  , 
thou  son  of  Caruth,  thou  hast  fallen  low!  i- 
enemy  fell  by  thy  hand.  Thy  spear  was  stainei. 
with  the  btbod  of  thy  friend, 

Dermid  and  Oscar  were  one  :  They  '■eaped  the 
battle  together.  Their  friendship  was  strong 
as  their  steel;  and  death  wslked  between  then: 
to  the  field.  They  .  ame  on  the  foe  like  uv.. 
rocks  falling  from  the  brows  of  Ardvcn.  I  nei. 
iwords  were  stain*  with  the  blooo  ot  the  ya- 
Uant :  warriors  fainted  at  their  names.  Vfc  t^^ 
was  equal  to  Oscar,  but  Dermid  I  and  who  to 
Jlermid,  but  Oscar  ? 
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They  killed  mighty  Cargo  in  the  field;  Dirg* 
wh.)  never  tied  in  war.  His  dsughter  wasfair  as 
the  morn ;  mild  as  the  beam  of  night.  Her 
eyes,  like  two  stars  in  a  show  er;  her  breath  the 
gile  of  spiing:  her  breasts,  as  the  ncw-lallen 
snow  floating  on  the  moving  heath.  The  war- 
on  the  tnaid.  Each  loved  her  as  his  fame;  eacii 
must  possess  her  or  die.  But  her  soul  was  fixed 
on  Oscar;  the  son  of  Caruth  was  the  youth  of 
her  love.  She  forgot  the  blood  of  her  father; 
and  loved  the  hand  that  slew  him. 

Son  of  Caruth,  said  Dermid,  I  love;  O  Oscar, 
I  love  this  maid.  But  her  soul  clea\eth  unto 
thee  ;  and  nothing  can  heal  Dermid.  Here, 
pierce  this  bosom,  Oscar  !  relieve  me,  my  I'lieud, 
with  thy  sword! 

My  sword,  son  of  Diaran,  shall  never  be  stained 
with  the  blood  of  Dermid. 

Who  then  is  worthy  to  slay  me,  O  Oscar,  sen 
of  Caruth  f  Let  not  my  life  pass  away  unknown. 
Let  none  but  Oscar  slay  me.  Send  me  with 
honour  to  the  grave,  and  let  my  death  be  re- 
nowned. 

Dermid,  make  use  of  thy  sword  ;  son  of  Diaran 
wield  thy  steel.  Would  that  I  fell  with  thee! 
that  my  death  came  from  the  hand  of  Dermid  ! 

They  fought  by  the  brook  oi  the  mountain, 
by  the  streams  of  Branno.  Blood  tinged  the 
running  water,  and  curdled  round  the  mossy 
stones.  The  stately  Dermid  fell !  he  fell,  and 
smiled  in  death. 

And  fallest  thou,  son  of  Diaran,  fallest  thou 
by  Oscar's  band  !  Dermid  who  never  yielded  in 
war,  thus  do  1  see  thee  fall!  He  went  and  re- 
turned to  the  maid  o.  his  love ;  he  returned,  but 
she  perceived  his  grief. 

Why  that  gloom,  son  of  Caruth  >  what  shades 
thy  mighty  soul  ? 


:.h  or.ee  renowned  for  the  bow,  O  maid, 

■t  my  fame.    Fixed  on  a  tree  by  the 

;  -  r  thehill,  is  the  shield  of  the  valiant  Gor- 

>i:,;r,  whom  I  slew  in  br.ttle.    I  have  wasted  the 

day  in  vain,  nor  cotiM  mv  arrow  pierce  it. 

Let  me  try,  son  of  Caruth,  the  skill  of  Dargo's 
ilaugliter.  My  hands  were  taught  the  bow :  my 
father  delighted  in  my  skill. 

She  went.  He  stood  behind  the  shield.  Her 
arrow  flew,  and  pierced  his  breast. 

Blessed  be  that  hand  of  snow  ;  and  blessed  that 
bow  of  yew !  VVbo  but  the  daughterof  Dargo  was 
worthy  to  slay  the  son  of  Caruth?  Lay  me  in 
the  earth,  my  fair  one;  lay  me  by  the  side  of 
Dermid. 

Oscar !  the  maid  replied,  I  have  the  soul  of  the 
mighty  Dargo.  Well  pleased  I  can  meet  death. 
Ivly  sorrow  I  can  end.  She  pierced  her  white 
bcBom  with  the  steel.  She  fell ;  she  trembled  ; 
and  died. 

By  the  brook  of  the  hill  their  graves  are  laid ; 
abirch's  unequal  shade  covers  theirtomb.  Often 
on  their  green  eai  then  tombs  the  branchy  sons 
of  the  mountain  feed,  when  mid-day  is  all  in 
flames,  and  silence  over  all  the  hills. 


